OCTOBER, 1872. 


l 
THE . 


WESTERN STAR. | 
a Siagagin Uae n 


DEVOTED TO A RECORD OF THE FACTS, PHILOSOPHY, AND .` 
HISTORY OF THE COMMUNION BETWEEN : 


SPIRITS AND MORTALS. 


* ` 


PUBLISHED ON THE FIRST OF EVERY MONTH. 
E 
. Lr | 
CONTENTS. 

L LIFE'S TRIPLE CORD. 1.0... eee ae he ge 249 
. “MODERN AMERICAN SPIRITUALISM” ......... 6. . 255 
+ NIGHT (Poem) n ee ee tee ee ee ee 275 
. “GHOST LAND;” ‘OR, RESEARCHES INTO THE MYSTERIES OF 

SPIRITUAL EXISTENCE. ©... 1 ee 277 
. SPIRITUAL FOOTPRINTS IN THE HOME .........-. 289 


I. AMONGST THE SPIRITS; OR, SKETCHES OF SPIRITUAL MEN, 
WOMEN, SPIRITS, AND THINGS 


BOSTON: ; 
i PUBLISHED .BY THE’ PROPRIETORS, 


25 BROMFIELD STREET. 


Price $4 a Year. Single Numbers 35 Cents., 


7- 


Lon 


9 
LÌ 
sei 


THE WESTERN STAR. ba 


PUBLISHED MONTHLY, 


: COMMENCING JULY 1, 1872. . 


- ` | PROSPECTUS. Pi 


THE principal features aimed at in {bis trodertaking are: — + 
Figi To present thu matter coutajped iu ench number în such form and size that any or alt the 
+ articles can be, preserved ond bound i ordinary Library volumes. 

Secondly. To establish a record of the deeply momentous events connected with modera Spirit- 
unlism, ond to gather up aud preserve such muterial as cannot be Included in the e columns of the 
weekly "journala devoted to Spiritualism. 

Thirdly. ‘fo open up opportunities for a free and fraternal interchange gf facts and opinions with 
the Spritunlists of foreign countries. ` 

Fourthly. To trent nit topics of current interest from a purely Spiritualistie stand-point. 

SECOND AND THIRD VOLUMES OF * MODERN AMERICAN SPIRITUALISM.” The projectors 
of this mugazine call especial attention to their design of recuring from Mro. EMMA IIARDINGE 
« BRITTEN, the exclusive right to publish, in succersive nambyrs, the vpluminous aud deeply in- 
teresting material ehe has prepared for the compilation of two addition! volumes of ‘MODERN 
AMERICAN SPIRITUALISM.“ 

To this wouderful assembingo of facts, records of apecint phenomena, and biographieni sketches, 
Mrs. Britten is posressed of MSS. and other unpublished matter, as well ns literature now out of 
+ print. which renders the treasures she hus been collecting during” maay past years priceless, and 
fully equivalent to the worth of the yearly subscription. 

. Attention is solicited to the following synopsis of subjects sketched out by the immortal projectors 
of the work: 

Ist. Leading Article. 

2d. Biographical Sketches of the Mediums, Speakers, and Writers, con: ected with Modern Spirit- 
unlism. 

8d. Sketches of Sibyla, Prophets, and Ecatatica of the Ancient and Middle Ages. 

4th. Exnuiples of varied and martefous Phenomenal Fucts and the philosophy of their production. 

Gth. Forelga Spiritualism, Transatlantic Correspondence, ete. 

Oth. Communications from Spirits. M d 

ith. Summary of Passing Events. 

Sth. A ehort eny on Politica, Religion, Popular Reforms, or other leading topies of the day, by 
the WESTERN STAR CIRCLE OF SPILITS. 

The projectors of tha WESTERN STAR propase.to conduct their work in tho broadest and mest 
fenrieas epirit of truth. set pledge themselves to upifola the moral, religious, and scientific aapgets of 
Spirituollem, freu from alt petty side Issues or narrow fannticiems. | 

As the human cosperateni selected to curry out the work are rich only in tho particular qualities 
which fit them for its conduct, they are, compelled to innugurate tho first principle of justice iu its 
establishment, by requiring that it shall be self-snstuiniug. Hence, wealthy Spiritualists ayinpathiz- 
fog with this movement aro solicited to contribute donations of such gume as will reprerent & large 
number of subscribers, and thereby induce its success and permanence. Every donor of sums which 
exceed thu price of a single subscription, will be furnished with copies to the umount of their contri- 
butions. 

+ Literary contributions will he gratefully recvised and respectfully cousidored ; but the Company 
cannot pledge themselves to publish any article which docs not accor with thelr bert Judgment. 

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION: 84 00 per yeur; postage 24 cents extra. Single copies 36 cents. 

Libera] allowances muds to clubs, canvassing agenta, ete. 

The names of Subscribers, Donors, apd Sym pathizers with thia movement are solicited with the 


4 


least possible delay. Address by letter only, SK 


EMMA HARDINGE BRITTEN, 
J 251 Wuskingion Street, Boston. 
Office 25 Bromfield Street, Boston, Mass. , : 


CONTENTS. | 


4 


Va. 


"i ale i 
Gr r ! 

ARTICLE È È PAGA 
I. Lire’s TRIPLE Corp «ww we ee ee ee ee ee le BAD 
IL “MODERN AMERICAN SPIRITUALISM” . . S. 
ISO OA ca 275 
IV. “Gsost Laxp;” or, Researches INTO THE MYSTERTES OF SPI 

VAL EXISTENCE . LL 6. e’ . 277 
V. SPIRITUAL Foorrrinrs IN TRE Home . . . ‘989° 
VI. AMONGST THE SPIRITS; OR, SEETCHES OF qua aa Men, Women, 
Srraims, axp Tawes |... . 1. sues 
VIL Taz Gartanp.—-Sommary or Passinc Events|. . - sepo 815 


ERRATA, 


In “The Anchor of Hope” (poetry), August Number, on fourth line, second 
verse, read “beams” for “blooms.” 


. 


NINTH: Enirion 
JUST Essie. int 


se. “THE HISTORY È 
MODERN: AMERICAN: 
| SPIRITUALISM: 


. ‘A TWENTY YEARS’ RECORD al 

r | op THE 
Astin and ee Op Oormrsion tasen Earth and the vali af Spirits, 
> BX. r 


EMMA HARDINGE BRITTEN. 


This wonderful and tiling ad has teen quanti up from the annals of nie. ‘tates by the-anthor 
herself, collected and ee: 


UNDER TER prREOT SUPERVISION AND GUIDANOE OF THE SPIRITS. 


n contains excerpts from, the Spicitaslism of the New England States, California, Oregon, the Territories, Can- ° 
ada, the whole of the’ Southern, ‘Western, and Middle States; Grigin and History af Dark Circles, inaugurated 
by Spirits who lived on this Planet ten thonsand years ago; Portrait of ‘Ores, the “Most Ancient Angel; ” Won- 

+ derful Manifestations amongst the Red Men, Minera, Gold Diggers, on the Ocean, in Central and South America; 
Records hitherto unpublished of Secret Bocieties; Strange Movements, Apostolic Leaders, and the Rise and Falt. 
of Spiritual Popedoms; Church Trials, Excommunications, Martyrdoms and Triumphs, Witcheraft and Necro- ' 
mancy in the Nineteenth Centary; the Mighty Conflict, frresistible Warfare, and Present Triumphs of this most ` 
wonderful Movement, from the Opening o of the Gates through the “ Ponglikeepsie Seer” to the great Celebration 
‘of the Twentieth Andiversary of the, ‘‘Roahester Knockings;" Professors, Doctors, Lawyers, Judges, Mediums, 
E Bocioties, tho Spiritual and Secular Preto, and Pulpit, all bronght s to the Tribunal of Public Judgment. 


` THE SECRET THINGS | OF THE MOVEMENT DISCLOSED; 


aw ot 
e a 
Lighta and shadows fearlessly zoyealod: “The whale toming pi most STUEEAIOOVA nave that has ever 
- issued from the press. o 


‘Baron è 83.75. oe orali SRIRIERZE POSTAGE ‘50 CENTS. 


LAN | ABRIDGED EDITION, 


, Crating everyting but ihe engravings; has jast tel issued: Pies 82.75. Postage 32. canta. 


Sito: pot A rigata Waa i cay we i 4 = È “i di 
: > WILLIAM: WHITE! ee Company, © x E i 


is, cia mabe | 


Ca 18 Washing ripieni Boston, ‘Ma > 2? I 
“oxy it Hanbnicr divini miles aa sr 251 Won gi, ‘Bel, Mam. 


; THE 
WESTERN STAR. 


LIFES TRIPLE CORD. 


Extremes of condition call out unusual mental and 
spiritual excitement. The man of robust health and iron 
nerves, who sweeps all trifling impediments from his path, 
and steers straight to his goal, has but faint conception of 
the reverse side of the picture. He awakes with the 
birds, forages all day, and at eve folds his wings, and 
sleeps that deep, unconscious repose, which insures recu- 
peration. He commands his forces, and says, Thus far and 
no farther. He can stop the whirl of the brain, ahd pre- 
vent strain by timely amusement. He can replace one 
quality of fatigue by another, and so preserve needful bal- 
ance. A.book, ride, walk, play, even physical labor, are so 
many implements in hishand. He uses them at will, and 
is “master of the situation.” He may be thankful, and 
think he appreciates his gifts ; but he cannot realize them 
- till he has been overpowered by sickness, and disarmed. 
Then his days are weariness, and his nights pandemo- 
nium, a combined dance of sprites and hobgoblins. He’ 
burns, freezes, drowns; falls from precipices; clings to 
roofs; is chased by officers and wild animals; is lost in 
the snow, or climbs perpendicular ice-shafts. He is un- 
leashed, and at the mercy of every jar, touch, breath, 
voice. He-has no concentration; nothing suits; his 
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-drinks art too hot or too cold; his a is too thick 
or too thin; his meats over or under done. The bed is 
hard, the pillow soft, the clothes heavy. Our giant is 
shorn, and his plume trails in the dust. He cannot pray, ` 
although he may have a certificate of saintship. He is 
under a ban, and must await the ‘unbatring of the doora. . 
He vacillates between life and death, hope and despair. 
He fails, stands still, hardly knows whether to summon 
lawyer or minister, when lo! a sensation creeps over him 
that he is better. It is as intangible as the air, and as 
sure as truth. No matter whence the conviction came, it 


. is there. He is alivé‘again. By degrees, the old fire 


flames anew, and there springs within him a petition such 
as he could. never have framed before, akin in force to 
that of Wolsey when he said, “ O, for one hour of youth Î ig 
He burns with enthusiasm, longs for‘ restoration, and 
henceforth, he will live only (as he then deems) Fai he 


. may serve his kind:. 


In the whole vocabulary, iste are no words to him 
like corporeal ‘soundness, The talismanic spell which — 
opens up to.him the best and holiest path in life is 
i ot HEALTH, 


‘In mazes of doubt, perplexed by our own affairs and 
harassed by those of others, we peer through this glass 
sand then that, and yet thè haze. continues. Lines run to © 
‘- gether; spray rises; the moon goes into a cloud; and the 
sun’ into an eclipse ; we can discern nothing clearly. 
We dare-not move, lest we'slip into a fathoinless pit. 
We cannot advise, for then the blind would only lead the 
blind. We feel our . weakness, limitation, and long, O 
how intensély, for an outlook «into a transparent sky! 
We turn our thoughts within — down into our depths, up 
into our empyrean ; “ over there” to the celestials, be- 
yond to the Immaculate ; and there surges, swells, and 
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rises within us such a stream of aspiration, that it sur- 
mounts all obgtacles, takes hold of the Infinite, and all 
the forces of nature. We open every pore, and invoke 
the influx of the highest and best. Every pulsation is 
an‘open vessel, and every expiration propelling steam. 
In our exigency, we must be heard, and the soul pierces 
the universe with its cry. In entrancement, or lowliest 
waiting, we know not which, and still less how, the curtain 
is rolled up; the scales are dropped ; and a white path is 
plain before us. We see our outset, if not our end; and 
with gratitude which language is-impotent to paint, we 
plant our foot, sure that the first step is tight. At such 
a juncture, questioned as to the highest boon which life’s 
_ importunate issues demand, we should emphatically an- 
` swer i 

l WISDOM. 


With ability to act, and intelligence to plan, how large 
appear the oppòrtunities before us! 

They are prominent as Alpine peaks, and multitudinous 
as midnight stars. They are of all shades and degrees, 
‘from an university to the simplest domestic convenietica, 
We observe. the where, and the method thereto; but we 
remember that our purse is short, our coins are copper 
and not gold. The heart may be tender, but it has no 


` credit with the usurer. We can do but a small business : 


. without capital No prize has come to us; neither has 
property inherited or bequeathed fallen to our lot. We 
may have extraordinary talents; genius may be ablaze 
in our brain; but how can we incarnale either in form 
without means,— the plastic\clay in which the highest 
ideals of mind must take Lat ? We can spare nothing 
from our daily toil. : 

The bitter strife is all fought out for bread. 
In this dilemma, with hungry eyes upon us and waiting 
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hands outstretched to us in vain; with shrinking timià. 
ity on the one side, and_ the desperate “ for God’s sake” 
on the other; with lettets which no clerk could- answer, 
rings at our gate which vibrate all day long like death 
knells, appeals which rend our hearts, voices distracting 
our tired ears, and cries for aid which our fainting spirits 
‘ cannot answer, — paths of escape flit before us like broken 
images.on every side; but ‘none are real, none guide us to 
the end, none can sustain or.meet the pressing urgency 
of life's demands, but one. There seems but one way of 
escape, and that through wear. Whether hedged in 
` ourselves by shoals on which our talents, genius, good 
intent, or powers to act, lie shipwrecked; whether bent 
on errands of mercy for others, pledged to the rescue of 
humanity, or melted with pity for all, we supplicate means 
as our only salvation, and place it,.for the time, above all 
other requisitions. , 

Experience, advice, or calm reflection, might diminish 
our’ eagerness, and substitute patient resignation for. wild 
unrest; but under the scorching rays of bitter sacrifice, 
the only magic wand which seems able to dissipate life’s 
‘countless ills, allay the pangs of thirst and hunger, heat’ 
and cold, strike out the sparks of. genius from the soul, 
clothe the earth with beauty, roll back the waves of crime 
propelled by want, push on the car of, progress ss for 


_; lack of means, is — 


WEALTH. 


na 


FPILOGUÈ BY THE EDITOR OF THE WESTERN STAR: 


If there are any hands amongst our readers that hold 
the ends of the “triple cord,” and. yet, are sluggish in 
binding them around the suffering forms of their fellow 
creatures, let the agonies so graphically. depicted in the 
above beautiful fragment fall heavily upon them, and 
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teach them the uses, as well as the value, of the blessings 
they enjoy. 

The ministration of healing and kindness in sickness, 
light and instruction to the spiritually: blind, and liberal 
aid to the children of toil and genius, seem to be talents 
especially confided to those whose eternal responsibility 
has been proved to them by the facts of Spiritualism. 

Foremost amongst the revediments those facts have 
` brought, is the knowledge that there is no forgiveness of ` 
sing, whether of omission or commission. 

If HEALTH, Wisdom, and wEaLTH form a “triple cord” of 
incalculable power to overcome life’s evils, what an 
immeasurable responsibility rests on those who enjoy 
their blessings, without the heart to use them for the 
behoof of others as well as themselves ! 

The whole Spiritualistic movement, and all the workers - 
engaged in promoting it, whether Lecturers, Mediums, . . 
Healers, Writers, or Editors, with scarcely any exception, 
now and heretofore, languish, pine, and wreck themselves 
and their undertakings, because they lack the third strand 
of the triple cord to uphold them. 

They could, would, and do, give physical hegith and 
spiritual light to mankind out of.their abundance; and 
they could, and would, but cannot, give an hundred fold i 
the amount they do,.if the niggard hands of those that 
hold the third end of the cord did not too often tighten,. 
instead of relaxing, at the piteous ery of “ For humanity's 
sake!” uttered in vain. | 
` Whenever a wise or useful Spiritualisti institution 
fails; whenever a toiling, half-sta editor collapses, and 
valuable efforts struggle into spasmodic life, to go out like 
lamps unfed by. oil, the rich in our ranks have done it. 
But have the rich in our ranks forgotten that the golden 
chains they hug ta their souls'on earth, will dling to them 
“over there” and hang like millstones round their 
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necks? They have starved the toiler, and robbed man- 
‘ kind for a season, but far,more surely starved and robbed 
‘their own spirits for untold ages! , 

` The spirits’ portion in the “triple cord ” are the gifts of. 

health and wisdom; that of the mortals, wealth. Our 
cause has been disgraced for years, by the pitiful failures 
incurred by our faithful workers, through the lack ot 
means to promote their efforts, sustain their labors, and 
dispense their gifts- Rich Spiritualists, look to it! With- 
hold the strong cord of wealth that in this cause, at least, 
is necessary to promote health and dispense wisdom, and 
you may find that’the blessings you have denied to others 
on earth are your failures in the hereafter! With 
whatsoever measure you mete shall it be meted to’ you 
again. The triple cord of human life binds us about in 
its consequences through. eternity, and the blossoms of 
spiritual health, soul-wisdom, and eternal wealth, will 
never be gathered, in heaven by those who have not sown 
the seeds in the loving hearts whom the great Spirit has 
given us power and means to minister to on earth. 
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TEST FACTS; OR, FIRST LETTERS IN THE ALPHABET 


OF SPIRITUAL TELEGRAPHY. 
CHAPTER IV. | 


The Value of Test Facts.— Dr. John Mayhew and the White Rose. 
Retributive Justice from Spirit World. — The Deaf and Dumb Al- 
phabet, — A Grateful Indian Spirit. — Tablotipping Poetry. — Spir- 
ttual Writing Masters. —“ Poor Jach” in the Spirit World. — Spir- 
its and Permutation Locks. The Last Sanda of Theory shaken. 


‘Lo! here are the footsteps of angels; 
ii softly, the place is-holy ground. | 
_ Joseph, Sacred Opera. 


Ir has been claimad with equal truth and justice that 


-the proofs which have been given of spirit identity, dur- 
ing the progress of the great modern outpouring, have 
done more to convince mankind of the soul’s opntinued 
existence beyond the grave, than all the sermons that 
have béen preached since the year L As a corollary 
to the leading article of the last number, we select from, 


amongst the regular succession of chapters designed to . 


carry forward the history of modern American Spiritual 
. ism from its cominencement to its present status, that 
portion of the writings which groups together a number 
and variety of test facts, demonstrative of the identity 
of the communicating spirit. These narratives have 
now lost their charm, whether of novelty or phenomenal 
marvel, 

‘Thousands of similar occurrences have made up the 


258, Modern Spiritualism in America. ` 


experiences of the last quarter of a.century; in fact, so 
fatniliar have they become, that we commonly hear the 


full-fledged Spiritualist declaring he has outgrown the ine ~ 


terest in, or necessity for test facts. Perhaps it might he 
` as well for the progress. of the: cause, and the rebuke of 
impostors and self-delusionists, if Spiritualists had not 
entirely outgrown their interest -in the test facts of the 
movement; certain it js that if Alexander the Great.or 
` Napoleon Bonaparte were affirmed to be in communica- 
tion with us through the most exalted of ‘trance-speakera, 
we should have no means -of proving the ‘truth of the 
allegation, or discriminating between the utterances of 


"| the speaker and the assumed ‘spiritual control; but: if’ 


plain John Smith comes, identifying himself by a series 
of simple tests as the father of the investigator, he brings 
with ‘him evidences .of the soul’s immortality of a far 
more convincing character thin the eloquence of an Al-- 
exander or Napoleon; nay more, John Smith, as a pil- 
grim from the -land of mystery, which the eye of mortal 
.. has never scanned, or the foot of mortal trod, ia enabled 
to satisfy all the yearnings of his friends’ affectionate anx- 
iety in his behalf, besides bringing them the stupendous 
knowledge of their own future existence. 

As to any other phases of spirit communion, they may 
astonish and delight by their phenomenal power, instruct 
by their wisdom, and perplex by their scientifi¢ indica- 
tions, but they can prove nothing of the soul’s hereafter, 
unless they are accompanied by tests of spiritual iden- 

' tit . 
Desminiy then, such facta to be.the cornerstone upon 
which the whole superstructure of Spiritualism rests, we 
shall devote a few pages to narratives of the varied and 
ingenious -methods in which spitits have communicated, 
premising that each case is selected as a representative, 
one of thousands of others, and that the truth of all 


t 
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has been thoroughly scrutinized and proved by the au- 
sho. 

- As an illustration of the untiring love and fidelity with 
which guardian spirits qurround us, we. may refer to a 
narrative written for the Spiritual Age in 1858, wherein 
Dr. John Mayhew, an esteemed lecturer on Spiritualism, 
relates how constantly his angel daughter sought oppor- ‘ 
tunities to’ manifest her continual presence about him, 
through various mellia, ‘and by a great many ingenious 
methods. . 

This sweet spirit adopted as her test signal of recogni- 
tion, a full-blown white rose, and ‘it is equally surprising 
‘ and curious to note in how many ways she displayed to 
her delighted father this interesting token of her pres- 
ence. Sometimes she would influence strange mediums, 
entirely unknown to Dr: Mayhew, to present him with 
such a flower as “a gift from a loving spirit.” Some- 
times she would cause the medium to draw a white rose 
and ‘give him, and again imprers.musicians to play or 
‘ sing “The Last Rose of Summer,” whilst manifesting in 
other ways her presiding influerice. Wherever his labors 
in behalf of Spiritualism conducted the indefàtigable 
lecturer, the fair spirit, hovering around his footsteps 
with the deathless affection of the immortal, would ap- 
pear in the halo of her celestial surroundings, pure as 

light, tender as the brooding. mother over the cradle of 

her babe, and ever signaling her presence through the 

familiar test of the full-blown “white rose.” 
_ Another proof of spiritual love and ministration for 

the dear ones left. behind gives us the opportunity of 

considering a different class of test facts, namely, the dis- | 
turbances which arise spontaneously, and without the 
invocatory processes of the circle, produced by anxious 
guardian spirits, who desire to promote justice or redress . 
wrongs inflicted on some of their beloved friends or kin- ` 
dred. 
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In the month of November, 1856, a family not inter- 
ested in ‘Spiritualism, residing in the village of Killingly,’ 
_ Conn, were one night awakened from sleep by loud and 
; unaecountable noises, heavy poundings, slamming of 
doors, and trampling of feet, which resounded through 
every part of the house. 
The terrified inmates searched the Lea thor- 
oughly, and; being unable to discover any cause .for the 
disturbances, retired to bed again, but only to be recalled 
by renewed and still more boisterous demonstrations. 
These alarming proceedings ‘having been continued for 
several days, and all the assembled neighbors remaining 
still in ignorance of the cause, a well-known Spiritualist 
in the vicinity was invited to assist at the investigation. . 
This gentleman had no sooner heard the sounds, and wit- 
nessed the character of the demonstrations, than he at- 
tributed them to the desire ofa restless spirit to make 
` known something special to-the inhabitants of the pos- 
sessed dwelling. Under the direction of the experienced 
` investigator a circle was formed, dnd through the orderly 
rappings that then ensued, a spirit, announcing himself 
by the namé pf one who had recently passed away in 
that village, emphatically insisted that certain acts of 


.. justice should be done to his suffering widow, and that 


his children, who were in a state of extreme destitution, . 
should be provided for. To render these solemn charges 
all the more significant, the person whose duty it was to 
. carry them-into operation was actually present at the 
séance. + Itis almost unnecessary to add that the spirit’s 
requisitions were immediately complied with, and from 
that time the disturbances changed into kind and conci- 
iatory- circle communications. 

From this case, selected from inultitudes of others in the 
authors possession, we may derive an answer to the oft- 
repeated ‘questioning of those who have not tracked out 


Modern Spiritualism in America, - 26l, 
the footprints of Spiritual history, “Why don't the 
spirits return to perform acts of justice for the wronged, 
protection for the hplpless and use to all?” The spirits ` 
have done this in thousands of instances where the rec- 
ords are not»made | public, or else passed lightly by and 
forgotten ; and where they fail, it is not because they are 
unmindful of the wrongs and needs of humanity, but be- - 
cause they lack the requisite mediumistic force to make 
the, demonstrations necessary to attract attention, and 
publish their desires. 

‘ “In the case above cited, a young lady residing in the 
possessed dwelling was found to be endowed with the 
requisite mediumistic aura ; but though it is not always 
attainable, and sensuous demonstrations cannot conse- 
quently be effected, the wrong-doer may assure himself 
the eyes of invisible avengers are upon him: Cruel step- 
fathers and mothers cannot inflict injury upon helpless 
orphans unnoted. Unjust and avaricious administrators, 
plunderers of the widow and orphan, oppressors of the 
weak, and slanderers of the so-called “dead,” might take a` 

` lesson from the above simple recital. There are no dead; 
and if the loud and angry reverberations of the spiritual 
thunder: cannot reach men’s ears, and startle fhem from 

their impious slumbers, the swift, though silent footsteps. 
of retribution, acting through the hidden veins and ar- 

teries of life’s mysterious organism, will pursue the wrong- 

doer, and find him out, even if he should call upon the 

mountains to-cover him, or seek to hide away his crimes 

in the very earth’s centre, 

The following little narrative is of so striking a charac- 
ter, and is written with sq much touching simplicity, by 
Mr. H. B. Storer, the esteemed Spiritual lecturer, that we 
give it verbatim in that gentleman's own words. ` 


On the Sabbath of August 2d, I lectured at Syracuse, N. Y., and 
between the morning and evening service attended a circle, numbering 
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about twenty persons, at the house of Mrs. Bearg. ` “Among those present 
wero tfro ladies and two gentlemen, who had come in from a neighbor- 
ing town to attend my lectures, and were unexpectedly present at the 


‘circle. During the session, a test medium of this city, Mrs. Corwin, was, 


entraneed by a spirit, and extended her hand to one of the gentlemen re- 
ferred to. He rose from the opposite side of the room, passed over, and , 
took a seat by her side. The spirit then seemed to be making great 
efforts to speak, apparently unable to control the vocal organs of the 
medium, and the minds of all persons in the room, if, perhaps, we except 
the relatives of the spirit, were intensely sympathizing with the effurt. 
It was noticed, however, that the left hand of the medium. was' occa- 
sionally raised, and the fingers. moved, and’ soon the gentleman an- 
nounced that the spirit bad identified itself to him, “ and in the right way, 
too.” All supposed this to-have been a private sign, and still continuing 
to expect remarks from the spirit, one after ‘another would occasionally 
suggest, conditions that might favor the influence. At this point another 
spirit controlled the’ medium, and calmly stated, that if all would, keep 
quiet, the wife of the gentleman seated by the medium would again en- - 
deavor’ to communicate ; . that she was deaf and dumb, when in the 
form, and would communicate through the deaf and dumb alphabet. 
Accordingly, all became quiet, aud soon the spirit wife again manifested, 
and for the space of some twenty minutes conversed with her husband, 
the medium’ fingers’being controlled to spell out both answers and sug- 
gestions, through those mechanical signs known as “the: mute alpha- 
bet.” 

It was indeed a deeply interesting sight to see the husband seated 
silently before the medium, her eyes’ tightly closed in the deep trance, 
spelling out with his’ fingers questions to hia wife, and that wife re- 
sponding to his thoughts through the form of another, and moving fin- 
gers which had never before been trained to such expression. The 


. Spirit also answered his mental questions, by writing answers through 


the medium’s band, and in both forms of control, was entirely successful 
in giving truthful responses to every question. , 

It is proper-hexe to state that the medium and the parties spoken of 
were entire strangers to each other; and further, that the mediam has 
never seen thé deaf and dumb alphabet employed. Tears freely fell 
when allusion’ was made by the spirit to her present state in the spirit 
world,— not deaf and dumb, as upon the earth, but conscious of her” 
husband's.thoughta, and every sense quickened to perceive and express 
the beauties of her spirit home. — Spiritual Age. 

It will be observed that the narrative of Mr. Storer 


represents „two forms of test mediumship, namely, the 
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trance and pantomimic ; besides illustrating, in a forcible : 
manner, how watchfully our spirit friends - avail them; 
selves of every opportunity to communicate with us. . 
The: gentleman, who was the fortunate recipient. of the 
convincing test detailed above, seemed to have been led 
to visit Mr. Storer’s lecture, and the circle at Mrs. Bears’, 
by mere chance; in fact, he stated as much to the as- 
sembled company, but he also added that the tender com- 
panion ‘who had just manifested herself, had declared his 
presence there was due to her silent monitions; that, 
‘she had long been seeking opportunities to give him this 
test, and had Jed him by deep, but irresistible impressions 


up to that touching point in their history. What a. - 


striking example is here afforded, of the invisible, yet 
ceaseless ministry of love, by which we are surrounded! i 
Mr. A. E. Horton, once a resident of a wild district in 
California, detailed ini his correspondence to the Banner of 
Light a thrilling incident, in which, by aid of his revolver 
and indomitable courage, he succeeded in rescuing an old 
Indian, whom he knew to be honest and trus worthy, ' 
. from lynching at the hands of a party of infuriateil Irish- 
men, who had accused the old man of a theft which it | 
subsequently turned out he was entirely inno¢ent of 
The poor red-man had dislocated his shoulder whilst hunt- 
ing, and being very fond of the custom of shaking hands,. 
learned from the whites with whom he came in contact, 
presented a most grotesque, but, striking ‘appearance, 
when he held out his hand to be shaken, the shoulder . 
bone rising awkwardly, and the elbow sinking in com- 
pletely to the pit of the stomach. 
Some years subsequent to the rescue above alluded to, 
and long after the old Indian had attained to the rest of 
“the happy hunting-grounds,” Mr. Horton visited: New 
York, and; by way of beguiling a leisure hour, was in- 
duced to visit a public’ spirit circle. Being, as he affirmed 
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a complete atheist and disbeliever in any Spiritual 


existence, he regarded the appeals made to the different 
. persons present with contemptuous incredulity, and even 
-when the medium (a total stranger), addressing him, 


“professed,” as he called it, to describe the apparition of . 


a dearly loved brother stariding by his side, he mentally 
determined “the manifestation ” was nothing more than 


a “shrewd guess.” Just as he was quitting the. room, 


the médium, being still entranced,.elevated her shoulder, 
threw her elbow into the pit of er stomach, and, imitat- 
ing exactly. the gesture, attitude, and even the tone of 
the old Indian, extended her hand to be shaken, and 
then poured out a flood of grateful expressions for the 
kindness ‘and courage by which Mr. Horton had five 
years before saved his life in the far-off wilds of California. 
. The information thus recalled with all thé attendant 
circumstances, the graphic representation of the grateful 
Indian, and «the shrewd narration of how cunningly he 
. had worked to bring him to that circle completely broke 
down Mr. Horton's skepticism, and convinced him that 
“if a man die” he shall five again. 


' A TABLE-TIPPING MESSAGE, 


Nothing is more common than to hear, even from the 
lips of Spiritualists themselves, the intelligence derived 
through table-tipping treated with indifferente, and 


. labeled as‘ of “a very low order,” and unworthy of | 
. “much credit.” 


To.show how generally the minds of ‘those. present 
determine the quality of the intelligence- rendered, we 
reprint the following lines, tipped out letter by letter, 
through the mediumship of a little-child, a card alphabet, 
and a common wooden table, ata ‘circle held in Lawrence, 
Mass. by a party of earnest investigators, who were 
desirous of questioning the spirits apon the results of the 


wa 
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calamitous American war, then raging between North 
and South. Let us add that these lines are a fairer 
specimen of thousands of the communications signaled © 
from the spirit world, than much of that which is heralded 
before the world as the communications of the “very 
high spirits,’ whose names are often attached to very low 
productions. 


Grand and sublime will be the sight, 
* When right shall triumph over might, 
_ | And the free flag shall wave. 

No more shall wronged humanity 
Plead all in vain for liberty ; 

And the poor hunted slave 
Shall use his freedom, newly given 
By Law, by Justice, and by Heaven, 

To dig Oppression’s grave. 

- That star-bright flag shall wave on high, 
Each fold all crowned with liberty ; 
And then, from sun to sun, 
The assembled hosts of earth shall gaze, 
And shout, “ AU honor, glory, praisé, 
Be due to those who won ; z 
To those who yielded up their hreath, ` 
And died a martyr’s noble death, 
That ye might yet be one.” 
Sacred and pure shali be their name, 
Grander than ang earthly fame, 
Or the vain dream of glory. 
Their bright pealities are given 
To us, ambassadors from heaven, 
To tell their thrilling story ; 
They bear aloft, that all may see, 
‘The emblem of true liberty, ; : 

Their hearta’ devotion holy. 

In the town of Avon, Wisconsin, a remarkable series 
of Spiritual tests were given through the mediumship of 
Sarah Jane Pearl, a child only ten years of age, who, in, 
the exercise of her gifts as a rapping, tipping, and writing 


medium, was actually taught the art of writing, of which 
18 x 
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the little girl was entirely ignorant’ until compelled to” 
fraine letters under the guidance of the controlling influ. 
ences. Through this child’s mediumship, her profane 
brother was gured of the habit of swearing, and an invet- 
- erate inebriate became, as he has proved to the author, a 
sober temperance man. i 
Thousands of similar instances, both in respect to the 
. teaching of unknown arts, such as reading, writing, music, 
drawing, and the cure of vicious habits, together with 
many items of scientific information, have been com- 
municated by “the spirits,”.but as most of these experi- 
ences belong'to thé home, few of them, as in the case 
of Sarah ‘Jane Pearl, become the subject of public in- 
formation, and when so given they are too often treated 
as a nine days’ wonder, pass away, and are forgotten, 
leaving the gaping skeptic or carping antagonist still 
erying, “Supposing it is all true, what is the use of it ?” 

From a record of some thousands of well defined test 

facts of spiritual presence, given through the mediumship 
- of the late Mr. J. B. Conklin, of New York city (some 

‘of which were published in the pamphlet entitled “ The 
Public Circle,” and a still larger number entrusted to the 
author for future publication), we select the following as 
specimens. The first is given as an evidence how often 
the characteristics that digtinguished the mortal inhere to 
‘the spirit; also as a glimpse at the nature of spirit life, 
with those who have cultivated little or rio aspiration for 
progress in their earthly career. 

October 2, 1854, — At a cjrele this evening, the following communi- 
cation was made, purporting to come from the spirit of a sailor on board 
a Nes’ York pilot boat, which left the port fifteen"years ago, and was 
not heard of afterwards. 

, Several persons were at the, table pursuing their i inguiries, and an- 
other, a sailor, sat apart as a looker-on. 


Suddenly the medium became entranced, and, turning to the sailor, 
called out in n rough voice, “ Come here, Ike” 
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The sailor complied, and took a seat neur the medium, who, throwing, 
one arm over his neck, ‘continued, — 

“ Sit down; don’t be afraid! Ive wanted to talk, and I've wänted to 
tell all about how I sailed out of your world; but’ I never could get 
Jack (the medium) to consent to listen to me, and I come here to-night 
to tell you. 

“Well, ye see, we put out our last pilot on board the Aladin then 
we tied her up, and stood off to get an offing. 

“Don’t you remember what a night it was? We did not come to- 
gethei, as some supposed, hut went down ; because, ye see, Larry didn’t 
handle her right; he brought her to, in the wrong time, aud she 

` swamped and went down. . ARI 

“ Then, leaving.our wet clothes and bodies at the bottom, we woke up, 
rigged in a new suit from stem to stern! 

T ain't made much headway yet; ’cause, ye see, I've been a-drifting 
round with one ‘and another of the kind that I liked; and they was, 
generally, jist such spirits as I was a man — full of fun anf the devil — 
not caring for to-morrow, as long as we had IS: for to oi y? 

ee Tes no ‘fool of a job for a spirit, as you call us, to come] up here and 
talk, without having somebody to draw them. I don’t ste why men 
should be such thundering fools, when spirita rap and fumble about ‘' 
things, to believe that they ain’t spirits. Why, we've got just as much 
` of a body as any of you, and I can't see why you can’t see me. 

“ Now I aiu’t in thie body (meaning the medium’s) ; but there’s an old 
codger standing by (George Fox, the controlling spirit of Mr. Conklin’s 
circles), that has pata damper on the medium’s outward part, and I 
shove in words and make him speak them, and he don’t know what he 
says.” (This last remark was given with achuckle of delight, as if it 
was a capital joke.) 

€ Now, don’t you believe anybody if they tell yon that I ain’t happy. 
Tm all right; and when I get ready, Tl top up my boome, and fill awiy 
for something better; I know I have it. 

“Now you go home, and tell|your old man, that in less than six 
months he’ll be here; now, you mind that.” 

On being asked to sign his name, the spirit said it would be of no use, 
as he was recognized; this the sailor who was present confirmed, adding _ 
that, though a stranger to every one present, he had come there expressly ‘ 
in the hope of getting a communication from this spirit, — also desiring 
to learn whether his father (the old man referred to), who was a gfeat 
sufferer, would be likely to survive long. He said that his own name 
was Isaac, usually called “ Ike,” and that he hdd, unknown to euy one 
present, made an appointment to meet the spirit sailor there that day. 
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On seven occasions persons shave sought to*test the power of spirits, 
hy leaving with Mr. Conklin a barrel”? or © permutation ” locks, to be 
opened under spiritual impression. One of'these was left with him 
early in April, 1854, by Mr. Jamed Bruce, of Williamsburgh ; it had five 
_ movable rings, with twenty letters on the circumference of each ring. 
For, the information of persons not familiar with these locks, ‘it may be 
briefly stated that the rings are 80 drranged that one row of letters forms 
a word. The lock is then fastened, and the, rings moved, when it bee 
comes impossible to open the lock again except the rings are so arranged 
as to spell the right word. 

A lock.like the one in question allowa of three million two hundred 
thousand combinations of its letters; so that there are so many chances 
. to one -that the key word, is not os by what is called a “ lucky 
guess.” A 
. The lock had ‘been i in, the medium’s room for xbout a week, when, dur- 
‘ing a séance with a number of strangers, the medium was suddenly en- 
tranced, and suid, — 

“ Strive, friends, in all your dpi in life, to manifest that ‘child. 
like simplicity ; the former of which will ‘unlock the brass, the latter of 

which, when properly applied, will unlock’the hearts of your fellow men. 
Open the lock at caL.” 

The ‘lock was taken up, and, on being adjusted to the letters 
CHILD, was opened at once. i 

A scientific gentleman, closely investigating the phenomena of Spirit- 
ualism, came into the room soon after the lock had been opened; and on 
its being shown to him, he took ît uside, and adjusting it to another word, 
left it to be opened as before, after which the medium returned to attend 
the circle. The ustal proceedings went on, and test questions were 
asked and answered, when the medium’s hand wrote td a person pres- 
ent, “ Frieiid P. » We wish thee to briug the lock. We desire to use 

the test’ for all.” 

"The ‘request was complied with, and the’ lock was placed upon the 
table before the circle. It was then written, ‘‘ We desire the names of 
all persons-present, and then we will give the word.” 

"Nineteen names were accordingly ‘subscribed. The medium’s hand 
then wrote: — ` ‘ 

“ Friends! We have been giving evidence of ‘the-individuality and 
-presence of spirits for years; and in many cases when we have given 
evidence, the fruits have not been profitable, owing to an improper use of ` 
the'same. We do not give these teats A or idle euriosit y, but for the good 
of the cause. ‘SoPRI. a . George Fox.” 

The word Sophi opened the lock. - 
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Although we are now making selections from a mass 
of records of sufficient magnitude to fill volumes, the 
limitations of our space will only allow of our adding one 
-more narrative, and that is given as an illustration of the 

- spirits’ Ingenuity i in evading the hypothesis of “ mind 
` reading” ” 

A gentleman standing high in the scientific world, and 
holding a distinguished position, in a New England col- 
lege, often visited the test mediums of Boston, and, al- 
though interested. in the phenomena he witnessed, was 
. predisposed. (from his tendency to materialism) to attrib- 
ute it to “mesmerism,” “electrical force,” and “ mind 
reading.” 

Believing he had ayid of the truth of these posi- 
tions, and feeling his dignity compromised by investigat- 
ing subjects which, however curious, resulted |in so little 
use or instruction to mankind, he determined fo pursue a . 
closing set of experiments, calculated, as he*deemed, to 
prove his theory, after which he resolved to publish his 
experiences to the world by way of redeeming it from 
the “superstitious errors into which its blind faith in 
Spiritualism had betrayed it.” 

The Professor’s first experiment in this benevolent 
direction was as follows : — 

He took from a drawer at ‘home a small package con- 
taining the hair of his deceased wife and only child. 

He cherished these mementos of his departed treasures 
with an affection deepened into inconsolable regret, from 
his settled conviction that earth life was all of them that 
he should ever know, and that in the grave their cher- - 
ished being was now mouldering into — less than dust 
and ashes —* mere nothingness ! ” 

He had received many communications purporting to 
come from them, but so far from being convinced, he was. 
confirmed in bis theory, from the fact that every medium 
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persistently delineated some specialty of those with j 
whom his own thoughts were so unceasingly filled. 
The dark hair of the mother ‘and the golden curls of 


‘ the. child would, he felt sure, be “as usual” accurately 


‘described, and thus add another link to’ this chain of 
evidence that all be had zecelved was merely “mind 
reading.” 

Carefully placing his package i in the breast pocket of 
his coat, he proceeded to call upon the author, then sitting 
as a test medium at the office of the Carita Spiritualist, 
in Broadway, New York city. 

After the’ usual, formule, the Professor inquired, “Can 
the spivit of my wife inform me what I have got in the 
breast pocket of my coat, that once belonged to her ?”- 

“ Nothing,” was the prompt reply. r 

“T think there must'be some mistake,” was the next 


- remark. “ Try-again, good spirit.” 


“You have nothing in that package, my. husband, i 
wrote the spirit, “ that ever belonged to me; but there is 


- something there that I worked, that once belonged tó our 


child.” 

The’ influence then aasad, and a rude drawing was 
produced, which represented a little square cloth, or 
d’oyley, the edges of which were embroidered i in scallops, 
the centre being a basket of flowers. 

The Professor started on seéing this sketch, and, after 
some hesitation, inquired, “ Can this spirit describe to me 


` > what was the last veil my child, ‘ Ella’ ever wore on . 


earth ?” 

Again the influence changed, and a childish spirit, who 
was in the habit of communicating with the Professor, and 
claimed to be his “ ase Ella, ” wrote in printed charac- 
ters, — ` 

“In ‘never wore a sai. on eärth, dear papa. ` Mamma 
says it would have been too- ‘bed to cover up my pretty 
ae di . : t 
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“That expression was the mother’s,” said the puzzled 
‘inquirer, “but nevertheless the spirit (if it is one) does 
not know everything, for this drawing, rude as it is, ex- 
. “hibits a little lace’ d’oyley, which my hiig did wear as a- 
veil on earth.” 

Beforé the sentence could be finished; the medium 
handed the Professor a sup: of paper, on which was writ- 
ten, — $ 

‘“I was not your child, ui mamma placed that veil 
over a face from which the real child had fled. That 
lace only covered the face of the dead. Istilllive. Era” 

The witnesses to this scene, and there were. several 
‘present, beheld the inquirer, with a. face quivering with 
emotion, and pale as the sheeted dead, spring from his 
seat, and hastily traverse the room in a condition of agi- 
tation terrible to witness; suddenly he pfused, as ¥ 
transfixed, snatched from his. pocket a small paper parcel, 
‘which he tore open, suffering to fall upon the ground a 
tiny piece of lace, old, yellow, and crumpled, but which 
upon examination proved to be a fac-simile of the medi- 
um’s drawing. The gentleman at. the same time ex- 
claimed, “ My God! I thought I had taken a package 
of hair from the drawer. I had no conception that I had 
brought that piece of lace instead. Ihave mistaken the 
package, and it is not mind reading after all !” 

The gentleman then explained that this little d’oyley 
had, in truth, been worked by the hand of his beloved 
companion ;: that she had often used the expression re- 
ferred to by the child, about the latter’s wearing a veil, 
but when the last dread hour of parting with their dar- 
ling came, and ere the coffin was closed, which was to re- 

. move from the father’s eyes the little form which had 
once contained his Ella, he had hastily gathered up that 
little piece of lace from the dead face, over which: the 
mother’s hand had tenderly laid it. 


i ism in America. 
This little “veil,” he adfled, the- last thing that ever ` 

touched the mortal form of his. child, he had preserved as 
a sacred memento, in the same: drawer which contained 
the hair of both mother and child. 

- - Intending to bring the latter: package for the purposes 
avowed above, he had mistaken them, as they lay side by 
side; hence he again and jagain- -emphatically repeated, 

_ “It was no mind reading,” and “Nothing but the eye of 
a disembodied spirit' could ave perceived the enclosure, 
none but the wife and child could’ have so correctly de- 
scribed the circumstances nected with it.” 

Before the uncandid or partial ctitic ventures to sneer 
at the citations contained in this chapter, and, unable to 
quench such an array of living testimony, attempts to 
depreciate its value by scoffing at the trivial character of 
the means employed, let hiui.remember that the special 
use of this class.of manifestation is to prove the identity 
of the communicating spirit{with that of some individual, 
who once inhabited the form of mortality, and who can 

- only be known and recognized by the events ór chérac- 
teristics which marked its life on earth. 

‘ No attempt has been made to demonstrate ‘the sub- 
limity or exalted conditions pf spirit life. The sole aim 
of these selections has been to show the various methods 
by which spirits can and do manifest tokens of their 


. presence, 


We know it is easy for soi one-sided cita, 
overlooking. all other details which the stupendous his- 
` tory of Spiritualism includes, to make merry over the 
. idea that “the souls of just men made perfect,” instead of 
singing eternal hallelujahs to the twanging of golden 
harps, should be employed in finding out the name which 
opens a barrel lock,.or peeping into-vest pockets, to de- 
tect hidden locks of hair, ete. ` But supposing that no 
other being in the universe, but just those particular 
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spirits, could have performed these offices? Assum- 
ing that, their being performed by those spirits proves 
to the witnesses the sublime fact of the soul’s coritinued 
existence, and leads to the momentous inquiry of the how 
that existence is maintained; and what are the relations ` . 
of this human sphere with that from which the invisible 
operator has come? ao 

Until the reader can realize, with the Spiritual da 
the immense influence which the collective test facts of 
spirit communion have exercised upon the opinions, the- 
ological beliefs, and individual lives and ‘characters of the 
nineteenth century, he is in no position to pass judgment 
upon, much less to sneer at, the simple narratives con- 
tained in this chapter. 

Petty as they may-seem to the cold ‘observer, to the _ 
recipients they have been gems of priceless value; sure 
tokens that their dead “ still live,” and that the problem 
of immortality i is solved forever for them. 

The experiences of millions of persons in America are 

‘ rife with similar testimony; hence we feel that our task 
is accomplished when wè merely classify and arrange 
those figures into groups, which form the cloud of Spirit- 
ual witnesses, whose presence illuminates the horizon of 
the nineteenth century. 


NIGHT. 


Tue day declines 
In yonder sky ; . 
The sweet moon shines, - 
With light on high ! 
Thus may the light D te 
Of love sincere, 
Dispel from night 
The shades of fear! 


Are burning bright, 
In golden bars, —. 

A stream of light ! 
Thus may true friends 
Bedeck life’s sky, 

With sweet amends 
For days gone by ! 


The twinkling stars È } 


Peace, peace around, 
In earth and air ! 
Hushed, hushed each sound 
Of toil aud care! 
Thus may sweet rest 
Subdue sad strife, 
Make midnight blest, 
For coming life! 


The night departs 
In rising day ;. 

“The morn upstarts 
In bright array ! 

Thus may life’s night 
Emerge from gloom, - 

To heavenly light, — 
Immortal bloom ! . 
. WILLIAM BRUNTON. 
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“GHOST LAND; ” OR, RESEARCHES INTO THE MYS- 


TERIES OF SPIRITUAL EXISTENCE. 


BY AUSTRIA. | 
NQ. IV. 
; {ZWINGLER, THE BOHEMIAN. 
To. fulfill the promise which my teacher had made me 


of visiting Zwingler, we mounted several flights of stairs . 


in an old house in Sophien Stradt, and at last reached. a 
landing upon which many persons were congregated 
about and around an open door, through which } was led 
by Professor Marx into a large apartment, /shabbily 
furnished, and half filled with loungers, amongst whom 


I recognized more than one official of the constabulary. 


force of the city. 


_ Pushing his way through the assembled company to a 
sort of recess’ at the far end of the room, the Professor -. 
addressed himself to a little black-eyed, oriental-looking 


individual, who was seated on a table, dangling his legs, 


and fidgeting restlessly about, whilst a grave official, in . ` 


the habit of a notary, was taking down depositions or 


making notes from what the other was saying. The’ 


moment the little man set eyes on the Proféssor, he 
sprang from the table, and seizing his hand with a sort 
of fawning, propitiatory air, which seemed more like the 


action of deferential fear than real cordiality, he’ cried, 


“Ah, my prince of the powers of the air! welcome! ever 
welcome to Zwingler, but more especially at this time, 
when a most wonderful phase of your art, that is to say, 
of mine, or the devil’s, or some of his imps’, for what I 
know, has just been perpetrated through my innocent 
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instrumentality.” The littlé man whilst speaking mani- 
fested all the feverish excitement of an actor anxious to 
overdo his part, at the same time, obviously desirous to 
interest his listener, as on ‘of, whom he stood in some: 
‘awe. © Without paying any attention to this speech, 

Professor Marx, turning to n; said calmly, “Louis, this 
is Zwingler.” 

* Adept,!” (to Zwingler) |“ a pupil of mine, for whose 
benefit I wish you to recite |some little fragments of your 
experience ; ” then, seating himself upon the table from 
which the Bohemian had dismounted, and motioning me - 
` to a stool by his side, proceeded, addressing the 
notary, to whom he had slightly nodded, “ Well, Herr 
Reinhardt, what new discbveries has our lively little 
sleuth-Hound been making” ~ at 

“0; nothing out of the edmmon line, Professor,” replied 
the other, in a grave official drawl. “We've caught the 
murderer of Frau Ebensteir ; that’s all.” 

“That's all!”.cried the Bohemian, with a tone and 
gesture, of almost frantic excitement. “That's all,.is it? 
Slave of the dull earth, and the duller prison watch and 
ward! Allis it, to traverse nearly two hundred miles of 
ground, cross thiee rivers, lunge through marshes, scale 
mountain heights, pierce (the forest, sink through the 
` cavern’s depths, and toss on the roaring rapids of the 
`, terrific. Schwartz cataract ; ;| and still never to lose — no, 

not for a single moment —~ the scent of an invisible and 
` unknown. mortal, whom There eyes had never beheld, 
whom these hands had never touched, .and of whom:no 
sign, no syinbol, no token in the realms of earthly ex- 
istence. could be found, except by me, Zwingler !” ? 

As he spoke, he beat his breast, and elevated his glit- 
tering black eye to the Kearen. in an attitude of half- 
ecstatic frenzy. 

The notary, without ab a slightest change of feature, 
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continued to write, wholly unmindful of his rhapsody; but — 
Professor Marx, fixing his deep, piercing dark eyes upon 
the Bohemian, said in a calm, soothing tone, as if he were 
atteinpting to subdue è fractious child,“ You'are a mar- 
velous being, irideed, Zwingler, and that all the world 
knows. Come now! there’s a good fellow, tell us all 
about it. Sit down — no, not there — there; at my feet; 
so — that will do. Now, relate the whole story; we will 
listen most patiently, and admire most fervently,” he 
added, speaking aside to me in Spanish. “Remember, I 
have not seen:you for two months, and only-yesterday 
heard that you had returned in triumph from your. Jong 
pilgrimage. When I was last here, the tidings had just ` 
reached us that Frau Ebenstein, the rich widow of Baden 
Baden had beén foully murdered, her house sacked and . 
plundered, and her destroyer” — 

“An unknown,” broke in the notary, as if impatient to 
recite details which were specially in the line of his duty; 
“an unknown; whether male or female also unknown, 
but: supposed to be the former on account of blood- 
stained footprints, marks of a large thumb and finger on ` 
neck of the deceased, and a torn neckerchief, evidently a 
man’s, part of which was clutched in the fingers of said 
deceased, and part of which was found beneath the couch, — 
saturated with gore, and rent, as if in a violent struggle.” ` 

As the speaker proceeded, strong shudderings seized 
the frame of the Bohemian, though the hand of Professor 


_ Marx, laid lightly on his shoulder, for a time subdued the 


spasms, and quelled them into slight shiverings; but 
when the neckerchief was mentioned, the little creature’s 
excitement was frightful to behold. He writhed like an 
eel beneath the touch of the Professor, who at last, rais- 
ing his hand, said: quietly, “Now, Zwingler, proceed ! 
Tell the rest in your own way.” . 
“Yes, yes! I will tell,” he cried: “I alwaysdo. When 


a. 


wt 
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- did I ever fail? Answer me that, prince ‘of the air; an- 


swer me!” 
“Never, my king of adepts; pit go on.” 

` « They brought me di neckerchief, then, mein 
Herren,” he continued, as if addressing a vast assembly, 
but without looking at any of the loungers in the outer 
apartment, who now closed|up about him; “and lo! as 
I clutched’ it, I saw. — yes, instantly I saw, a dark-browed, 
broad-shouldered Dutch serving-man ;‘the man of blood ; 

the man who-did the deed; I swear it! I saw him do it. 


‘I saw him, and the whole act; and O! how horrible it 
‘was! how cruel! how ‘cowardly !- and the poor, poor 


old Frau! I saw her too — sdw her stragglé, plead, choke, _ 
die!, All this I saw,—out of that neckerchief, mein 
Herren! Instantly, as I toudhed it, it came like a flash, 
a flash of darkness, but full of the scene I describe, and 
full, too, of all its horror !- Gott in Himmel! Then it went 
as all scenes do after the flash Į -get of them as I touch 
the thing; after that I said, f Give me my shoes; I must 
walk far. Put me a cup, to}scoop up water with, in my 
wallet; give me my staff, and let me go” I had been 


+ hungry, and was about to dine, but I hungered no more; 


no, not for seven long days did I touch other food 


‘than the nuts and berries close to the path streaked with 


the murderer’s life, and ee rie of the rivers, streams, 
and cataract he had crossed; but: I will tell you all.. 


‘Listen! As I made to. go, I chose my path as I always 


do, because a long black line seemed to stream out from 
the neckerchief I held i in my.hand, and point ever on the 


* way I should go. It led me through the city; it pointed . 


me into a low inn where he [had stopped to rest, I told ` 
them such a-man had been there. - They shuddered, and 


said to one another, ‘Zwingler!’ and then to me, ‘He 


has-been and gone” I kg it; but the way he had 


. taken was still pointed by the black line. I know what 


`- 
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you were going to say, Professor; I see your thought ; 
you want to know if I see the line I speak of with my 
eyes, my very eyes, or my soul’s eyes. I reply, ‘ With 

. both.’ My soul feels the line, and it draws me on, and 
seems like a cord dragging at the object I hold, and - 
pulling me in the direction I must take to arrive at the 
owner ofthat object. Sometimes I seem to see the line, - 
and.then I do not feel it pull, but it never leaves. one 
sense or the other —sight or feeling — until I abandon 
the object, or find the person to whom it has belonged. 
Well, sirs, thus it Ied me on, day and night, never suffer: — 
ing me to get out of &s track. It guided me through 
several villages and some towns, and Whereyer it was 
the thickest and most palpable, there he had’ stopped to - 
take rest or refreshment, and there I said, ‘Such and such, ‘ 
a man has been here, and they answered with @ shudder, 
‘ Zwingler ! he has come and gone.’ i 

“I rested sometimes, but ever ‘on the ground — the 

ground he had trodden; and then the|black, vapory cord 

` seemed to coil up all around me like a misty garment. Ae 
T*tried to rest once on a bed he had occupied, but O > 
heaven! all the scene of the murder was there. I heard 
her shriek, I saw her struggle, and -what was still more 
horrible, it seemed to me that I was the murderer, and 
was actually doing the deed over again! I fled from the 
place, and should have lost the track, had I not returned . 
to it again, and started afresh from that house, —- e 

“To one like me, Professor, that house will always be p 

haunted; that is, until the murderer’s shade melts awa 
from it, —and it will do'se in time. I answer your 
thought again, you see, Professor! It wasnear midnight, 
some time — F cannot tell how long — after I had started,. 
that the black cord began to thicken and spread, and at 

“ length to assume the shape of a man. 


«It trembled and quivered, and at first was only the in» 
r : 
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distinct outline of a man, but presently it grew more and * 
more dense, and now bebbld! it was the ghost of the . 
_ Dutch serving-man in full! walking just so far before. 
ne, above the ground one foot, and ever looking over 
its shoulder at something coming after it. That man 
went to a great many places in the town I was now hunt- 
ing through, for the ghost was at every street corner, and 
in every alley, and lurking] i in all the dark lanes and by- 
‘streets, and though I knew he must be close at hand, by 
the density of the ghost, sti he had wandered and wan- 
dered and lurked about in|so many places, that I should 
have become confused, had not ‘both senses been sud- 
` denly appealed toat. once. I saw him, and at last I felt 
him. I felt him as it were, tugging at the neckerchief 
in my hand, and striving — O holy martyrs! how he 
strove to get it away fon ie ! i : 

“Sirs, he was'just then thinking About that neckerchief, 
remembering-he had lost Ti in the ‘murdered lady’s room, 
and wishing | he had got it, and cursing his folly, and men- 
` tally’ longing, longing to get it back. Lucky for me he 
did think thus, for: his do 
‘ chief, pulled at it so frantically that it Ted me straight to his 
_ biding-place,- and there ‘a: ni then when I saw ‘him, and 

screamed that that was the murderer of Frau ‘Ebenstein, 
and the landlord and guests of-the inn cried ‘ Zwingler, 
Zwitgler!’ he uttered a great cry, and fell as if he had 
been “struck ; and then it was Da captured him and 
brought him. thither.” 

“ Aye! ‘and the strangest fact of all .this is, gentle- 
men,” broke in the grave notary, unable to keep silence 
any lorger, “that this wretch had changed his dress ever 
sp many times, and when this wonderful. Bohemian here 
tracked him to his’ lair, he was disguised as a sailor, and 
.80 disguised that none b t the devil, or perhaps his par- 
ticular ally, Zwingler, ¢ould have found him out.” 


ght, being set on the necker- `` 
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“ Pshaw1” replied the Bohemian, scornfully ; “ what . 
know you burghers of my art? I do not track the 
clothes of the man, but the man; his soul was in his 

` hand, on his neck, and in the neckerchief around it, 
when he did the deed. : 

“The sleuth-hound senses the soul of a man through 
thie organ of smell. I sense it through smell, touch, taste, 
sight, and hearing. I sense soul through Perception. 
Everything, every place, where sonl has been, is full of it; 
and once give me a link, a single thread of association, . 
such as an object the soul I would track out has come 
into contact with, arid the depths of the sea cannot hide 
it; the mountains cannot cover it; the disguise of a 
monarch, or the rags of a beggar cannot cpnceal the 
identity of the man whose soul Zwingler would track 
out. But remember mein Herren, Zwingler tracks souls, ` 
not masking habits.” . 

The little Bohemian’s slight form seemed to expand as 
he spoke with impassioned gesture and rapid utterance, 
into the proportions of a giant; and as he turned away 
to reply to some question addressed to him by one of: his 
admiring auditors, the Professor murmured in my ear, 
“He has detected more criminals in this way than all the 
constabulary of Germany. Give him but a garment, a 
lock of hair, or even a rag that has come in contact with 
a living organism, and he will track/ out its owner with a 
fidelity unmatched by the best Hlood-hound that ever 
ran;” then addressing the Bohemian, he said aloud; 
“Glorious Zwingler! as wise as yon are gifted, tell my 
foolish young son here what you mean by a soul; he is 
eager to learn of you what soul really is.” 

“Soul is the life, my prince% you know that,” re- 
plied Zwingler, half daunted, as (he always seemed to be 
when addressing Professor Marx 

«You think, then, soul is first the life a oe and 
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nothing more, That which keeps the man alive; is'that 
so?” ‘ : 

“ What dn can.it be?” 

“But what is the ‘black cord’ you eee of; what 
the essence which clings to substances, and guables you 
to describe, or sense the person = whom it has flowed 
out?” -. 

“ The soul, of course, great master.” 

“Ts the soul then a substance ?” 

“Is the air a substance? the wind a substance? You 
‘cannot see’ or feel either, until they come into contact 
with some otherssnbstance, and when they: do, although 
invisible, you know they are something. The soul is 
finer than air, thinner and more éthereal than wind ; and 
only some souls as fine and pure as mine, can sense it. 
But when a Marx can sense the air, and feel the wind, a, 
Zwingler can sense the soul, and feel its substance.” 

“ Admirable, my little philosopher! and now, one ques- 
tion more. . What do you suppose becomes of the soul, 
after aman. dies ?” 

:« Pshaw, learned master! . Why ask me so foolish a 
question? What becomes of: the body after a man dies ; 
why not ask me that.?” 

“ Why not indeed?” muttered the Professor, glancing 


| triumphantly at me; “but, Zwingler, if the form of a 
‘soul can appear whilst a man lives, can it not and does it 
_ not appear sometimes, after death ?” 


. *Does-not.the body appear, too, if you look for it? 
Surely it does not all fade away at once, but decays and 
corrupts and at last disappears. No doubt ‘soul and 
body both wear away, fade out, and melt into their orig.’ 
inal elements when they become separated, as at death. 
No doubt, too, some can see only the body, and some like 
Zwingler can see the soul as well; but both live only. 
when they are together, and die when they are apart;” 
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then contracting his singularly mobile features into a 
frown of impatience, he cried irritably, “ But why tor- 
ment me, and make me talk about things which only you 
great Professors understand? I hate fo think of death! 
I loathe it! I—I— fear it! I wish I could live for- 
ever!” He was about to'dart away, when Professor 
Marx laid a.hand gently on his arm; the Bohemiari 
stood as if transfixed, and muttered submissively, “ What 
more would you have of me, great Professor?” f 

“Only to accept this slight token of my. young friend's 
gratitude for your instructive narrative, adept,” replied 
the Professor;. and as he spoke, Herr Marx suddenly 
snatched frorn me the locket and ribbon of poor Constance, 
. which I beld ‘as he had desired during the interview in 
my right hand, and which he now as suddenly pinesda in: 
Zwingler’s. 

Before I could pronounce a word of protest against this 
unexpected and unwelcome transfer, the Bohemian 
. clutched at the ornament with an action so fearfully. . 

spasmodic and full of terror, that the words.I would have 
uttered died on my lips. “Death again!” he murmured 
with ‘a strangely piteous accent. “Ever ‘surrounded with 
the faded blossoms of dead souls! But-ah me! this 
was a cruel death! so young, so fair, so innocent; and 
destroyed too by the hand of‘ him who should have been. 
her protector! Herr Professor, I shall not have far to. 
go, to trace the soul of him who did this deed of blood.” 

“Hush, little: dreamer!” responded the Professor in a, 

low whisper; “ your art is not wanted here. Stay! Iwill | 
change the token. Keep this, and be silent, or worse 
will come of it.” So saying, Ne took back the locket, re- 
turning it to me, and, placing several gold pieces in the 
Bohemian’s hand, led me through the crowd, who opened . 
reverentially to permit the learned and celebrated Pro- > 
. fessor Marx to pass through. At home again, and in our . 


‘ 
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quiet, lodgings, the ominous silence of the last hour be- 
tween Professor Marx and myself was thus broken : — 

“ What think you.of Zwingler, my Louis?” 

“What think-you of the death, or rather the murder, 
of Constance Miiller, my master?” 

“Ever harping on a worn-out theme, and irrevocable 
past, silly boy! Science must, will, and shall have its 
martyrs, Louis, and woe to the progress of the race when 
idle emotion erects itself to match the interests of science. 
Enough, once and forever, ae this. What Hink you of 
Zwingler?” * 

di He fails to convince me that an apparition of a soul 
after death is only an apparition.” 

“ Then, what is it before death? ” 

“Aye! that is the question !” 

“ Zwingler’s mode of: philosophizing ‘is crude, enough,” 
replied Herr Marx; “but the philosophy itself is unan- 
swerable. Like the lower elementary, and the higher 
planetary spirits, the soul of man, the finest and most 
‘subliinated condition in which matter exists, inberes to 
all coarser forms, and thus it can be sensed, as Zwingler ` 
calls it, as a sphere, sometimes in a premonition of its 
approach, sometimes in the feeling of indescribable repul- 
_ ‘sion or attraction which we conceive for strangers even 
. as we approach them. Sometimes it can be seen in 

‘ bodily shape, apart from the body, as in the case of the 
‘double’ or ‘atmospheric spirit, and sometimes it can be 
seen when. it_has separated entirely from the body, ere it 
is quite resolved back again into its original elements. 
And that is all.” 

“ And that is all?” I mechanically repeated, feeling, how: 
ever, at the same time, that the Professor was merely recit- 
ing a lesson in a form of words familiar to him, whilst his 
spirit was strangely abstracted, and his manner vague and 
wandering as my own when I repeated his last words. 
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I um nowan old man, and have realized to the full that 
I shall soon be called upon to give account of every light 
or untruthful word I may ever have spoken. Think not 
then, O my reader! if any eye but my own should ever 
peruse these lines, that with this deep sense of my eternal 
responsibility to thè spirit of truth, I could falsify it in 


one iota of what I am now about to relate. As the Pro- - 


fessor and myself relapsed into deep silence, a chiming as 
. Of very distant bells was heard in the air; a singular 
radiance stole through the dim twilight obscurity of our 
chamber, and settled about the table strewed with books, 
at which in the past morning I-had been studying. That 
radiance at first appeared like a shimmering fire-mist ; then 
it expanded, bent, curled, and at last seemed to weave 
itself info the proportions of a human form. Clearer, 
brighter, stronger grew the vision; at length the mists 
rose and parted on either side, disclosing the shining 
apparition and seraphic features of the dead Constance. 
Turning her-head of sunny glory towards me, she smiled, 
then bent over the table, seemed to select with swift 
action a large Lutheran Bible from & heap of books, ` 
opened it, took up the locket and black ribbon I had laid 
down near it, placed the ribbon like a mark acrosg a cer- 

tain passage, pointed to it emphatically three times, then 

with such a smile as a mortal could scarcely look upon 

and live, she vanished from my sight, and all was dark: 

ness, . `- 

What followed, or how long I may have remained un- 
conscious of’ life and being, after this vision, I know not; 
but my first recognition of passing events was the sound 
of Herr Marx’s voice speaking through the thick darkness 
of night which had fallen upon us, saying, — 

“Louis! are you awake? Surely, I must have hada 
long sleep, for the night has stolen upon me unawares.” 

The janitor at this moment entered'with lights, and 
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placed them on a side-board, The Professor, rising from 
his seat, took one of the lamps and advancing to the table 
held it over the open Bible, at the same time exclaiming 

. in a yoice of singular agitation, “ AYES has marked these 
passages ?” 

I advanced, looked over his shoulder, and saw him re- 
move the ribbon and locket, only to disclose several deep 
black lines, drawn as if with Indian ink, beneath the follow- 
ing words, in different parts of the fifteenth chapter of 
the First Epistle of Paul to the Corinthians. 

“There is a natural body, and there is a spiritual 
body.” . 

“Behold I show you a- mystery; we, shall not all sleep, 
but we shall all be changed: n . maga . 

“ Death is swallowed up in victory.” 
“O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy 
vistor ?” 


SPIRITUAL FOOTPRINTS IN THE HOME.— MR. CHAS. 
i LEVY. 


BY VESPER. 


Tue astounding progress of Spiritualism, in its brief 
career of only one quarter of a century, will never be 
fully explained to posterity until we lift the veil which: 
obscures the patient, but indefatigable labors that have 
been performed in its behalf by private individuals. 
Dotted all over the land may be found faithful men and 
women, who, endowed with gifts as rare, and powers as 
exceptional, as any of the better known public mediums, 
have yet toiled on in quiet, unrecognized humility, per- 
forming services which have ramified as widely, and 
flowed as freely through the veins and arteries of society, ~ 
as any of those most widely known to fame, It would 
be impossible to uhderstand the genius of Spiritualism 
thoroughly, unless such labors as these are acknowledged, 
neither will posterity ever appreciate the true nature of 
the benefactions bequeathed to it by this age, until grate-. 
ful mention is made of these unrecognized workers. 

As a representative of an immense and most praise- 
worthy class of these gentle laborers we devote a few: 
pages to a sketch of Mr. Charles Levy,.a gentleman 

. holding an official position of honor and responsibility in 
St. Louis, Mo., and one who, from the first dark days, 
when it was tantamount to social ostracism to avow a 
belief in Spiritualism, fearlessly and manfully upheld its 
white standard, and steadily and faithfully devoted his, 
mediumistic gifts to the exposition of its truths and prin. 
ciples. 
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Mr. ‘Levy’s first experiences in the communion: took 
place in 1852, when he attended. several of the Misses 
‘Fox's séances on the occasion of their- visit to St. Louis, ` 
and ultimately became convinced’ that the intelligence 
spelled out through the rappings could not have been 
given from any mundane source. At one of the sittings 
aforesaid, the communicating spirit stated that Mr. Levy 
would be a “ writing medium,” and gave directions for the 
development of his powers by sittings,etc. Obeying these 
instructions; the neophyte was. perplexed and at first hor- 
rified to find himself exercised in a very different way from 
what he had expected, _ Writing to a friend, he says: — 


“I had not been seated more than a minute or two, when, to my utter. 
astonishment, my hand and arm became agitated und moved up and 
down with an irresistible force, and a velocity only equal to the motion 
of a steam-engire. This wonderful and preternatural motion was kept 
up’ without pause, during the whole of the three quarters of an hour I 
sat at the desk, and. to bebold such a phenomenon acted out in my own 
organism, entirely without any volition on my part, reminded me of 
nothing less than the song of the ‘steam arm,’ and certainly was enough 
to’ convince any responsible man of my size and years, thut something 
besides myself was the origin of such a piece of marvelous gymuasti- 
cism”? . 


‘For two weeks following this first experiment, the 
e steam arm” worked with ‘the same extrnordinary force 
`. and velocity at any séance -in which Mr. Levy engaged, 
whether alone or in company. Sometimes one, two, or 
three persons would work with all their force upon this 
‘piece of human mechanism, in the endeavor to stay it, 
but though they nfight succeed in restraining the power 
to a trifling ext fe could not arrest itand when the 
. pressure was removed, the arm, as if springing back with 
added momentum, would increase in the speed and force 
of its motions tenfold. Mr. -Leyy having taken all the 
advice upon his remarkable case that the ignorance of 
the times could afford him, and finding that in the trip- 
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hammer motions of his wonderful arm, no sign of intelli- ` 
gence or shadow of writing mediumship could be evolved, 
finally laid his case once more before the spirits at Miss 
Fox’s circles. When Mr. Levy presented himself before 
the oracle, the Misses Fox and about a dozen of their 
sitters whb had never at that time seen a “ writing me- 
dium,” or imagined what it could mean, requested that 
the arm gymnastic should be performed for their benefit; 
but when they beheld it, and were informed that the en- | 
tertainment sometimes lasted as much as forty minutes, 
they were so frightened:at what they witnessed that 
they all entreated the invisible\performers to desist, a 
‘request which was at once complied with. At this’ 
séance, the promise was renewed that, Mr. Levy should: 
become a “ writing medium,” and the time set for the 
fulfillment was to weeks. At the period named, and, 
within a few minutes of the time at which the promise 
had been given, the locomotive arm being then at high 
pressure, and working with all the force and velocity of 
lightning engine, suddenly stopped. The hand (whichfat 
` must be remarked, was always during these performances , ` 


. cold as a stone, whilst all the rest of the frame would ` 


he at fever heat) holding ‘a pencil over a piece of paper - 
without any volition or consciousness on the part of the 
performer, was found to have inscribed at the two lower 
cotners of a sheet of paper, the words — “ one ” — and 
“ever” Whilst the medium was wondering what these 
words might mean, the automatic hand seemed to be 


- . seized with the old power and made to inscribe with im- 


mense speed, some’ words between: the two còrners, 
which when finished read as follows: “One and ever. 
with you.” The specialty of this writing was the fact, 
however, that all the letters were beautifully formed, and 
composed of an infinitesimal number of. dots executed ab - 
above stated with the rapidity of lightning. From this 
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time Mr. Levy wrote a vast number. of messages. to him- ` 
self and his friends, involving excellent and conclusive 
tests of spirit ptesence, although they were not of a suffi- 
ciently uncommon character in these late days of the 
“communion, to justify their insertion here. At times, 
the letters in these messages would be given in fac-sim- 
ike of the spirits’ handwritings,—~ at others, elaborately 
ornamented with flourishes, and for weeks fashioned with 
the gpsular dots above mentioned, and executed with: 
superhuman rapidity. .Mr. Levy was neither selfish nor 
chary of his newly acquired powers. He-kindly and 
cheerfully sat for his friends and acquaintances, whenever 
solicited to do sô, and.as in addition to the supermun- 
dane manner of fhe writings- performed, innumerehle. 
tests of spirit presence and identity were given, it may © 
be estimated that many and many. a darkened mind 
beside his own, received the assurances of immortality, 
through his willing service.. Mr. Levy’s next phase of 
mediumship was the power of answering questions, 
. spoken and mental, by motions of the hand. 
- In this way many persons, without uttering a word 
aloud, would sit and converse with their spirit friends, 
simply, asking mental questions, and receiving, either 
through writing, motions of the medium’s hand, or spoken 
sentences, correct replies. 

On. one occasion; a gentleman being delegated by sev- 
eral of the citizens of a town in the county of Chariton, 
Missouri, to visit St. Louis for the purpose of ascertaining 

‘ if the wonders there reported of could not be accounted 
for by animal magnetism, made several attempts to place 

. Levy under his influence, but in this he not only 
signally failed, but received ‘numbers of correct responses 

sto ‘his silent questions, and finally. the name of his father 
written out by the medium’s ‘band. This last named test 
he had mentally requested; he was puzzled however to 
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find that the name was spelt wrong, a ruse on the part 
of the spirit as he afterwards explained, to prove that 
though he complied with his son’s unspoken wish, he 
did it in that way to prove that the medium did not 
write under ‘psychological impression. Still another 
phase of the power fell to Mr. Levy’s share, and this was 
the .pantomimical representation of the peculiarities of 
manner, habits, and appearance of deceased, persons, and 
these acted out so graphically, that it was impossible to 
mistake the identity of the controlling influence. 

Being in company on one occasion with Mr. and Mrs. 
McMillan of the St. Louis theatre, Mr. Levy faithfully . 
delineated in pantomimic action their late manager, his 

* appearance, manners, dress, and even a fall he had expe- 
rienced in his lifetime, so.that it was impossible to mis- -. 
take the fact, that either Mr. Field, or some invisible intel- 

‘ligence thoroughly acquainted with that gentleman, was 
personating him with all the force and reality of his actual 
presence. Mr. Levy, shortly after this, sat for a party of - 
some fourteen persons of the theatrical profession, includ- 
ing ladies and gentlemen of the. highest talent and stand- 
ing. At this circle Mrs, Sillsbee, the widow of the famous 
comedian, received the names of her. brothers, and an. 
imitation of the profession and death scene of her sailor 
brother, who was drowned at sea. Mr. C——, a very 
celebrated actor present, sat for a considerable time re- 
ceiving correct answers to his mental questions, besides 
having the name of his little boy written and a graphic 

‘ delineation of some of his childish sports,. which moved -_ 

‘ every one present with sympathy. Amongst the num- 

ber of remarkable personations given by Mr. Levy in his 

». numerous sittings, we select the following case as one of 

the most striking and illustrative of tliat phase known as 
personating mediumship. We shall give the narrative in 

Mr. Levy's own simple and unstudied phraseology. 
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“Being in Charlottesville, Virginia, in June, 1857, and having spent a 
week there, my sister-in-law invited me, on the evening previous to my 
_ depatture, to sfend it with her; sbe had at, het house on that.occasion a 
, party ¢ of about thirty persons. In the course of the evening it was by. 
some one suggested that ‘we hold a circle,’ but on appealing to me I 
strenuously refused, conceiving it impossible in such a mixed assemblage 
to be céntrolled advantageously. I acceded however, at last, reluctantly 
to their request, We had-not been ‘seated, many minutes, when I was 
-suddenly séized by an influence impelling me to get up and go outside 
„the circle,to a table upon which were placed several-books. I proceeded 
to take up, one at a'tine, six books. After laying them down again I car- 
ried the’ seventh to my sister-in-law and placed it ia her hands, at the 
same time calliyg her particular attention to it by various significant 
- signs. 1 then commenced” parting and smoothing my hair down like o 
lady's, imitating the action of <a fashionably dressed fernale. I was then 
led to the mantel-piece and taking down two large-vases, carried them to , 
the table and turning them upside down’ emptied therefrom on the table 
two piles of small pieces of rocks. I picked up seven of the pieces, and 
passing to seven persons, handed a piece to each one. I then went to a 
certain part of the.room and imitated a circular drawiug, and poiuted 
above ‘it several times; I was then led to auother part of the room where 
I did the same, only I made the sign of a square instead of a circular 
drawing, pointing up as before. I then went to un elderly lady, patting 
. her ou the cheek and showing other marks of affection. I was then again 
led outside of the circle, impelled to take up a large family Bible, and 
turning it over several times, I todk therefrom a beautifully worked mark 
for books, and handed it to the lady. She first rend the side I held to 
her, when I took it again, turned it over, and'handed back the other side. 
The lady then said (as, by ibis time they all recognized who the spirit 
was), with tears in her eyes, that when I was acting towards her so 
aympathizingly, she thought, ‘Shall we meet in heaven?’ That mark I 
showed her was made, when on earth; by the spirit influencing me, the 
“lady’s. daughter ;' the words on the side I first presented to her were, 
* Shall we 69} in heaven,’ on the opposite side were the words, ‘ Hope 
` answers yes? (This daughter had passed into the spirit world between 
two and three years prior to that time, a young. lady between 18 and 19 
yeas of age.) The “seventh book’? which I carried and handed to my 
sister-in-law (who-was married -to the spirit’s brother} was a book pre- , 
“sented to. her by the spirit when on earth. At the close of the séance 
they. who kuew the Spirit well, informed ‘me the parting my hair and 
other actions gave me the appearance, aud formed a complete representa- 
tion of her, so much so, that although they had never seen anything of 
the kind before, this brought her up to them vividly. ‘Ihe rocks in the 
: t . 
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vases were brought from a noted tave in Virginia by a party of friends 
of the spirit, who intended to accompany them,on their- pleasure trip, 
had she not been prevented by sickness. The ‘seven pieces’ selected 
and handed to each one, were presented to the spirit by the very persons 
to whom I handed them, and each one who received them’ actually identi- 
fied the separate piece, as the veritable one he or she had given. My 
sister-in-law also explained, that iu the room overhead, hung two pictures 
one circular and one square; they were placed in the precise spots I 
had indicated by pointing upwards, and were given to {her by the Indy 
whose spirit was then influencing me.” 

Several other tests of a similar character were given 
during this séance but our space will not permit our 
making farther extracts from Mr. Levy’s unassuming 
journal. 

Mr. Levy has frequently acted out.in séances an artless 
child, imitating her manner, dressing up his hair with 
flowers, and in a totally strange house searching out from — 
secret repositories the toys of the loved and lost, that 
were sacredly hidden: away from sight, and spreading 
them out as the little one had been wont to do. Before 
_ the astonished arid deeply moved parents could regain 
their self-possession at these unmistakable tokens of an 
angel’s presence, the influence would change to a 
preacher, a physician, a choir master, and all sorts of 
other characters known to, and immediately recognized’ 
by, those present, as their deceased friends. The clothes: 
some had worn, or made, or those which were of a pecul- ` 


iar shape or color, were too minutely pictured forth to be . © 


mistaken. The last phase we can notice of this useful 
medium’s varied endowments was the occasional influence 
to give directions for the healing of the sick, which in ° 
several instances restored to life and health precious 
beings who hung trembling on the verge of the grave, 
and who were carrying the sunlight of their loving friends’ 
- existence away with them. 

Mr. Levy closes up a modest and greatly understated 

summary of his experiences by these words: ~ x 


è 
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“I answer the ‘question, ‘What good’ has Spiritualism 
done?” by affirming, itrhas done far more for me, than I 
can ever do for it.” | 


This may still be a matter of question in Mr. Levy's’ 


case. 

Many years of a blameless life and honorable character, 
devoted to tlie enlightenment of the race on the despised 
problem of immortality; bereaved parents and orphaned 
children,reunited- in the bonds of undying love; broken 
hearts bound up, weeping eyes dried, suffering ones re- 
stored to lifé and heaith, criminals warned back from the 
shoals and reefs'of sin, and feeble ones stayed* by angel 
counsel and guidance i in-the hour when they were sink- 
ing and ready to perish ; all these results form no slight 


record for one who in the quiet paths of private life has - 


had none to chronicle his good deeds, many to blame, and 
very few to praise his Steady devotion to our unpopular 
cause. ' 

“I must often-have appeared very foolish I know,” Mr. 
Levy writes, “for when acting out the pantomimical 
representations of spirits, Ldid not even know their mean- 
ing, nor'to what aim I was acting, but I was quite recon- 
ciled when the, poor spirit seemed so glad to be recog- 
_ nized, and the poor mortal lookers-on seemed so over- 
. whelmed with joy and astonishment, to find their dead 
‘alive again.” What a world of heart compensation is im- 

plied in these simple words! 

_ Mr. Levy's position as a public officer was doubtless 
often jeopardized; his neighbors’ good opinion was often 
sacrificed ; his own feelings were frequently wounded, and 


his time and means consumed in: his voluntary field of. 


labor; but if there is aland of compensation “ over there,” 

‘and a treasury in which a thousand ‘notes dishonored by 
man’s ingratitude here become precious coin of the realm 
hereafter, the subject of our sketch has: been laying up for 
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„himself riches, which cannot “ make to themselves wings 
and flee away,” and accumulating stores of indebtedness 


which a grateful posterity, and the world of glorified , 


spirits, will both delight to repay a thousand fold. © — 
; was” j ; 


‘ 
4 


“AMONGST THE SPIRITS; OR, SKETCHES OF SPIRITUAL . ` 


MEN, WOMEN, SPIRITS, AND THINGS. L 


PART IIL 


$ BY ASMODEUS. 


GOTHAM. 


Ir was sometime ahout the middle of the nineteenth 
century, no matter at what moré precise period, that I 
found myself “amongst the spirits” in their chief strong- 
hold and largest western emporium, New York city. 

Bewildered with the multitude of attractive points that 
seemed to be drawing me into Spiritual “vortices” on 
every side, I rushed so eagerly from one to another that 
my memory is confused, and I become, as it were, “en- 
tranced” in the attempt to disentangle them; hence, the 
highly succinct style of my previous narratives may here 
seem to fail, and the reader must not feel surprised if my 
descriptions at this juncture are a little on the trance-speak- 
ing order, slightly mixed up. My first visit was to the New 
York conference, held in a good-sized room, in a some- 


what dingy quarter.of the town, but nevertheless illu- .. ‘ 


mined by me attendance of sundry of the great lights of 
“ the cause.” 

The moment I got into this august assembly, I felt I 
was in truth “amongst.the spirits.” At the moment when 
I stole tiptoe into the ‘awful presence, a jovial, pleasant- 
looking gentleman, with a clean-shaved, comely face and 
rotund form occupie-the floor, and was busily engaged 
in narrating to the company some of his very remarkable 


È 
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and interesting experiences in miènsttatiom “The 
Doctor,” for such I fdund was the title by which my 
agreeable friend was, recognized, then gave place to a 

gentleman from Troy, ‘who ] poured forth such a narrative 
of Spiritual performances that every hair on my head 
(fortunately there are not many) rose to the perpendicu- 
lar, and remained there-througliout the whole of the tale 
of enchantment. According to this gentleman’ 3 account, 
the spirits could control his pet medium to speak every 
language, known and unknown, especially the latter; 


_ cause him to-make a pleasant -breakfast upon one hun- 
‘dred grains of arsenic, and pronounce his digestion im- 


proved thereby; ride a small party`of six fat gentlemen 
on the end of a piano, and write communications upside . 
down, inside out, from the bottom to the top of the paper, 
from tlie middle to the circumference, and then all round; 

and finally, all such writings were either the work of 
Socrates, ot some Greek sage of equal, if not greater re- 
pute. Another gentleman arose to express his belief in 
Spiritualism, on the ground that his grandmother had ap- 
peared to a medium, and identified herself by the pecul- 
iar cut of her cap, the jerk of her knitting-needles, and 
the waxed ends of her spectacle-frames. Hereupon a 
choleric little man started to his feet to insist that 


‘the last speaker’s fact was no fact at all; that is to say, it 


involved no ‘test, as grandmothers always appeared in 
frilled caps, were universally addicted to knitting, and 


‘commonly wore waxed-end spectacles, whenever the ends 


wanted waxing. Before he could finish his exposition 
of the, grandmother question, half a dozen peacemakers 
started up to protest, in the loudest and most emphatic way, 
that Brother Black was alwiys making a disturbance 
and putting-the spirits down, and for their parte, they 
,considered the fact of the waxed ends to the spectacles 
as incontrovertible proof, and they only wished the 
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Tribune would come out like a man, and publish such 
a startling evidence of immortality. Hereupon the Trib- 
une, who, it seems; happened to be present (that is to. 
say, in the person of one of the corps of that distinguished - 

` organ); called the attention of the disputants to the fact 
that the spirits were themselves there, as was manifest 
from the yery distinct shower of raps that every now and 
then emphasized the utterances of the spenkers, and 
sounded very much to the ears of the initiated like an at- 
tempt to represent a hearty fit of spirit-rapping laughter. 
It was evident to me that the Zribune wished to create a 
diversion from the awkward allusion to the suggestion of 
publishing the spectacle test in his columns; if this was 
his purpose, it succeeded admirably, for in an instant -a 
dozen enger heads were bent down to the ground on 
which the raps were ‘sounding, and a dozen voices were 
heard propounding the usual queries. 

“Is that you Hezekiah?” “Jemima, if that’s you, rap - 
three times.” “Annie, can’t you rap upon my back comb, , 
as you did last night?” “Augustus John, are you happy?” 
“Maria Seraphina, didn’t you tell me you was in the. . 
seventh sphere? If you are, rap out your age when you 
died.” : i L7 

Ås the party last addressed seemed the only one dis- 
posed to respond, and her age, as we were afterwards in-’ 
formed, was ninety-eight and a half, before the test was 
finished, the speaking was under way again, and the 
jolly Doctor suggested that, as there was a question up. 
hefore the conference, it might be as well to reserve the 
experiences of the brothers and sisters for another occa- 
sion, and stick to the text. Anxious to find-out, if I 
could, what that text was,-and'deeming it must be some-.- 
thing of the most vital importance to the human race, 
I ventured to ask in a low whisper of my next neighbor, 
if he could enlighten me, 1 
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“ Sorry I can’t help you, sir; * the party interrogated re- 
sponded ; “for my part, I never was the least enlightened 
at these conferences, and never expect to be. There’ s no 


‘use in Spiritualism, that I can see, unless it leads to moral ` 
purity — to moral purity, sir; that's all there is to Spirit- 


ualism, sir, depend upon it.” 

“What did I hear about ‘moral ‘purity’?” cried the 
good-natured chairman (the Doctor aforesaid). “4 What, 
is our friend on the moral purity plane’ there ?- Come: 
brother, let's hear from you! Tell us how we shall attain 
to moral purity. I think the information would do some 


` of us, good. È 


“Tell us, if you’ please, Doctor,” replied my neighbor 
gravely, “what is the question of the night? Here's a 
stranger here, anxious to- be informed.” È 

“A stranger, eh ?” “A stranger!"' “A stranger!” was , 
échoed and reéchoed from every part of the room, whilst 
all eyes were directed towards me until I blushed up to 
the roots of the'friige round my head, and felt the bald 
place at the top of it becoming fiery. 

là Perhaps the brother would give us some of his ex- 
periences,” suggested the gentleman from Troy. 

“Perhaps he would take part in the question of the 
night,” resumed the chairman. “Our subject, sir, is this: 


* “Is truth a substance?’ What sa your opinion be, sir, 
* on thai head ?” 


“ My opinion! my opinion, sic!” I stammered. “O, I 
assure you it's not worth mentioning; in fact, I don’t hap- 


‘pen to have an opinion upon that subject at all.” But even 


as I spoke, I felt the cowardice of my retreat, and perceiv- 
ing thst I was in an assembly expressly convened for the. 
purpose of mutual feeling of some kind, I determined to 
give utterance to something, arid,.in'desperation, plunged 
into the only sentence which occurred to me at that mo-. 
ment, in connection with the word truth — which was, 


Ul 
t 


- 
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«Tell the truth and shame the ——.” Providentially for 
my credit in-that company of sagés, at this moment one 
of the prophets was suddenly seized with the divine affla- 


tus, and, starting up in the attitude and with the tone of | l 


a Hebrew Boanerges, thundered forth, — i 

“I am John C. Calhoun. Listen, children of earth; to 
the voice of the immortals. 'Truth crushed to earth ” — 
Here I took advantage of the retreat of at least one 
half of ihe compány, who rose precipitately, as “ the 
great medium” appeared in their midst under influence, 
and, moving with the.throng, gained the passage that 
led into the street, with a feeling very much akin to re- 
lief at my escape. 

` As I was hurrying forward in school-boy fashion, I felt 
myself arrested by the voice of a brother, asking me ina — 
sharp, inquisitive tone, “ How do youlike our conference, 
sir?” : i 

“O, amazingly $” I exclaimed ; “the most interesting 
meeting I ever attended in — in — my experience” ` 

“Then, why difl you go away from it so soon?” he 
abruptly asked. 

“Why did you?” I responded, equally curtly. 

“ Because it’s slow, sir — unendurably. slow, and twa 
dly ; and because real good speakers ”——here he bridled 
up considerably — “ have fi chance there; and because 


they don’t go in for Spiritualism half the time, but -- 
just for such metaphysical old stuff as, Is truth a sub- ` 
stance? .Is love a substance? Pshaw! that's not Spir- . 
itualism, any more than the experiences of all the old 
grannies that come in there to talk ‘Munchausen’ and 
the ‘Arabian Night's Entertainments’. is Spiritualism.” ` 
“I grant,” I replied, “that it seems a kind of hetero- 
geneous affair, sadly lacking order and design, and” — 
“Order and design, sir! Why, speak those words in 
the ear of a Spiritualist, and you will instantly be la- 


< 
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beled ‘Fogy ’ and set down as a fossil of the Silurian 
ages. ‘ According to most of the Spiritualists of my ac- 
quaintance, sir, Spiritualism has come to break up every- 
‘thing in the shape of order ;. knock down, rend, destroy,‘ 
' pitch into, and denounce everything and everybody that 
has the least tendency to order, or favors the least par- 
ticle of design.” : 

“But nature, sir,” I ventured to ‘plead, “nature is all 
-order, and God’s works everywhere manifest design.”. 

& Stranger ! 1” said my new acquaintance i ina half comic, 
half pitying» tone, “ where on. earth do you come from? 
Are you a Spiritualist ?” 

“I hope so, sir,” I replied enthusiastically, “but what 
then ?” 

“A Spiritualist, and talking ‘about nature and God as - 

-authorities! That is, about any nature but your own, 
or any-god but the god within! O sir! be assured you 
are your only authority if youare a true Spiritualist ! Be- 
lieve me, sir, the- tiie has come when every individual is 
to be a,law unto himself, and to own no other law; lam ° 
the great I am; youare, nothing to me, but ever ything ; 
to yourself of course. 

“Nature's a humbug, sir, except the nature within you; 
and as to God — my venerable friend, God's out of 

* fashion; the name’s obsolete, the thing’s played out. 
-When we progressionists speak of causation, we speak of 
it as causation and nothing ‘more ; perhaps, according to 
some, it is a ‘ principle, perhaps a ‘law? Some go so 
far as to call it the great positive mind, and some even 
admit ib is the great central centrifugal point of the uni- 
verse; but as an authority sir, — why,” the: thing Ron 
work ; at least, riot in this age of individualism.” 
: “May Task, sir,” I ventured to hint, as soon as Ì could 

, get in a.word edgeways, “if‘these are your own senti- 

ments, or the opinions of the parties we have: just heard 


Amongst the Spirits. _ 305 


clamoring — that is, I mean to say — discussing, in yon- 
der conference ?” 

“Sir,” replied my tall; good-looking companion, with an 
oratorical flourish, “these are`not sentiments, nor yet 
opinions; .they are Spiritualism.” 

« O1” I ejaculated aloud. “Hurrah!” I cried mentally. 
“ Now I shall learn what Spiritualism really is;” then to 
“my companion, “Pray go on, sir; I sit at your feet and 
learn.” 

“Where are you going,-sir?” said my{friend abruptly 
enough, but still with an accent of kindness in his clear, 
pleasant voice. i 

“Seeking the spirits, wherever they may be found, Ù 
was my truthful response. 

“Good,” said my new ally, cheerfally; “I'm with you; 
and will introduce you into the very arcanum where they 
do most abound. My name is George Orrin Anson: 
Head, usually called for short by the initials of my name, ` 
Go-ahead.” 

“ Most appropriate!” I murmured; “mine is Asmo: 
deus, commonly called Asa Slow.” 

“ Most appropriate!” rejoined my amiable friend, : rais- ‘ 
ing his hat and offering me his arm. : 

In ten minutes we had scaled an indefinite number of 
stairs, and stood within a spacious, oblong room, with 
benches sloping up from the middle, all of which were 
filled with a crowd of intelligent-looking men and women,’ 
amongst whom I noticed that nearly ‘all the men wore 
long hair, and nearly all the women short. i 

Tn the middle of the room was a tall, E E . 


man, with a set of good features, but the most mobile ex- — 


pression I ever beheld. At one moment he was severe - 
as a judge ; anon, sarcastic as a Voltaire, and again, comic 
as a Grimaldi. He was discoursing, as we entered, in an ex- . 


ceedingly fluent strain, on the absurdities of Spiritualism . ` ` 
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or Spiritualists, I could hardly tell which; senta x i 


- that in the very midst of his railing vein; he was seized 
with what my companion informed me was “the influ- 


ence” of a hunchback, and thereupon he writhed his tall _ 


body into a thing not above four feet high, and crooked 

as the letter S. In this marvelous state of transforma- 

tion, “the medium,” for such he was said to be, though 

an involuntary one, crawled along the room amidst the 

` mirthful cheers of the .bystanders, mimicking to perfec- 

tion the attitude ‘and manner of a deformed dwarf, ` 

Recovering from this spell as suddenly as it had seized 

“ him, he now began to -erect his body again, and recom- 
mence his diatribe against Spiritualism, all the time pro- 
testing the recènt exhibition was not, made by his will, 


but by some power. ontside himself, “ but as to what that: 


power was” —and here he was again transformed, but ` 


this time into the most perfect caricature of a Chinaman. 


Snatching a light scarf from one of his female neighbors, © 


he stuck it in a'trice at the back of his head, pig-tail fash- 
ion, and, after imitating the Chinese method of salutation, 
commenced to pour forth for: the edification of the com- 
pany a string of vocal clatter which somebody - present 
said was Chinese, Before this versatile performer could 
get out of his Chinese trance and proceed with his wide- 
awake denunciation, a war-whoop from the other end of 
`, the apartment gave notice that the floor must now be 
given up to Contrepot, king of some tribe which sounded 
to my uninstructed ears like “ Rowdy-ohs.”, This diver- 
‘sion gave me an opportunity of asking my friend Go- 
ahead whether he thought the last medium was a reality, 
or only:an effects “It would be difficult to answer you,” 
he replied. “Yon man is.a shrewd fellow; makes his 
‘ living as a peddler, not unfrequently as.a cheap John, 
and occasionally as a street orator. ‘He is a good subject 
for the spirits of his own aes no doubt, but he is ‘also 


i 
Amongsi the Spirits. 807. - 


a spirit himself; and there are some amongst the ranks 
whose own spirit is about as active as those of their an- 
cestors; others, too, who don't find it bad practice to 
work on both sides of the fence, and try which pays best; 
_ but such. is life.” oa 
© “If such-is Spiritualism,” I thought to myself, “ the 
sooner I know it, the better.” By this time the king of 


the Rowdy-ohs had got under full swing, and was roaring ` 


at the top of his medium’s remarkably shrill voice a de- 
nunciation against the “ wicked pale-faces,” for killing his 
tribe, and threatening all sorts of retributive woes to 
every white squaw and papoose (Angliee, every mother’s 
son amongst the hated race), whom he, the said Contrepot 
king of the Rowdy-ohs, had come back to do for. Here 
the speaker, who was a very diminutive little man, but 
whom I was warned in a whisper to call “ the big brave,” 
was interrupted by a gentleman-like young man, who 
arose with a profound tremor in every limb, and. who, 
shaking aloft his quivering hand, cried, “ Peace, be still! 
Let the spirit of the tempest be at rest, and let the ears 
of my brothers drink in the words of wisdom.” A gen- - 
eral murmur ran round the room, proclaiming that this 
was White Eagle, and that “ now we should hear some-- 
thing good.” 
For a few minutes the gettito with the sa. pro- 
ceeded in a very poetical but impressive strain to pour 
out descriptions of the “ happy hunting-grounds,”.and the 
spirit of Christian humility and forgiveness which gener- 
ally prevailed in those heavenly game-preserves; but - 
unfortunately for the enjoyment which I had really be- 
gun to derive from the speaker's flights of fancy, the ma- 
lignant Contrepot had brought ‘in with him a band of 
Rowdy-ohs of the same belligerant character as himself, 
and before the amiable White Eagle had half finished his: 
address, these fiery souls charged upon the various media 


| 
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who were distributed in profusion through the apartment, 
and started- all of them to their feet i in characteristic 
attitudes of Indian, warfare, and- corresponding tones ol 


. Indian whoops and yells. 


Before five minutes had plapan, the uproar was tre- 
mendos, 
Chiefs and braves were uttering war-whoops, dancing 


-war-dances, flourishing hats, sticka, and umbrellas in lien 


of tomahawks and hatchets. Some of the inspired leaped 
up to the ceiling with prodigious shouts; others squatted 


. on their héels and smoked papérs rolled up as “pipes of 
i peace ; ” others trotted round the .benches, single file, on 


imaginary “war paths ;’ "and more than one fierce war- 


‘ ‘rior made at the heads of the, company nearest to them, 


with the avowed intention of taking their scalps. As to 
what was said, or what the particular. object of the raid 
was, the king of the ‘Rowdy-ols alone could, tell. For 
my yart, I could distinguish nothing but yells worthy 
of demons, broken by such words as wigwams, braves, 


` squaws, papooses, chiefs, blankets, ete., portions of an 


< 


Indian vocabulary with which every ‘medium subject 
to Indian ‘fits is, as I afterwards founfi, abundantly 
familiar, 

{Now and then I degni a voice hiss out, “Me am 
Mac-an-oise — big brave of the Wachem-ards; ” supple- 
mented by another voice, announcing itself as € Wat-che- 

call, chief of the I-see-ums;” and still another as “ Bang- 
um-ups of.the tribe of O-my-i;” but why these enun- 
ciations of-personal identity were volunteered, where no- . 
body cared or nobody listened, it would; be difficult to 
say; enough that I left the powwow “with my new 
friend in the thick of the fray, he laughing heartily, and I 
sorrowirg, silently, at what we’ had. witnessed. . This was 
not the last of our experiences that night., My courteous 
guide carried me to another public circle, where just as 
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we entered, a little girl, apparently not over twelve years ; 
wofage, was Writing “rapidly on aslate, and a company of 


about thirty persons sat around eagerly and silently 
watching her; when the child had filled both sides of the 
slate, she rose and handed it to a lady w ho seemed to be a 
stranger to ail present, and who received it with evident 
surprise. Whilst perusing this communication, the lady’s 
fast falling tears gave evidence of the deep emotion it 
had excited. When she had read it through, she raised 
her glistening eyes to the company, saying, “ It is a per 
fectly graphic communication from a sweet young daugh- 
. ter whom I ‘have but recently had the misfortune to lose ; 
and here, friends, is a complete facsimile of her well re- 
membered signature.” ‘Whilst I was still inspecting the 
writing watered by the poor mother’s tears, I found my- 
self accosted by the same little girl, who, standing before 


me with fixed eyes, and the most heavenly expression of . 


countenance I ever beheld, murmured, “Father, you 
don’t know Evangeline, but she knows you. Have you 
no word of greeting to give the spirit child you never 
- knew as a mortal?” 

“Evangeline! welcome!” I would have said more, 
but a choking in my throat prevented me. 

“Father! Do you remember the long raven tresses of 
Juanita? They shadow your shoulder now, for she — 
J tenita — yor ever loving, ever ftatu wife, stands be- 
side you” . 

«I cannot doubt it; what would iie say tome?” — 

“Only to warn you that if you would find the kernel 
of immortality, you must seek patiently amongst the 
chaff of human folly. The darkest shadows are thrown 


— 


- 


by the densest of substances, and if you would gather - 


the roses of ‘eternal life, you must also take the -thorns 
amidst which they are to be found.” 
“I accept; is this all?” 
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_“No; she says, The immortal still loves, and now— ‘ 
she Vanishes.”, ; , 

‘“ Who .is that wonderful child?” I .inquiréd of Go- 
ahead, as she passed on, still entrancèd, to another mem- 
‘ber of the company, personating vividly the action of l 
some well recognized deceased friend. 

E May m “replied my conductor. “Milly is one of 
the best test mediums in New York. “Everybody knows 
Milly Cole; but come, I doubt if she has anything: more 
for you to-night, end: we have ‘still another visit to 
make.” . 
The gathering to ‘spinal we now wended our way was 
an association of practical Spiritualists as my informant 
declared. “None of your ranting Methodist revival. 
isms there; no palavers of Indian savageism, nor vague 
metaphysical dreamings, to be found in the Society of 
Progressive Spiritualists,” to which he would now intro- 
duce‘me. . 

My expectations ran high; my aspirations began to 
+ ascend. In a few minutes we were at the place of meet- 
ing, where I found, about fifty thoughtful, but rather odd- 
lookiirg persons were assembled, male and female. It 
struck, me that their manners were quite free; none of 
the conventionalisms which usually raise up barriers of 
reserve between the sexes affecting these practical re- 
` formers, of preventing that interchange of fraternal feel- 
ing which Paul recommends at the close of some of his 
epistles, for_a further description of which, consult First 
Corinthians xvi. 20. f 

When we entered, a man was speaking who at once 
arrested my attention, and gave me a vivid idea of.a 
practical Spiritualist. He'was tall, thin, not ungraceful, 
‘or destitute of those indescribable attributes which to the 
initiated characterize the ill-understood word, gentleman. 
His features were finely cut, and ‘his voice clear and 
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pleasant; but the thing that struck me most in his ad- 
‘dress was the peculiarly sophistical method of argument- 
he adopted, leaving upon my mind the impression that ` 
in morals and ethics he was radically-wrong and mon- 
- strously. impure, but in philosophy he was right, and in 
argument and logic unanswerable, 

Somehow, the thoughts of my lost Evangeline and my 
angel Juanita, conjured up into memory by the weird 
child I had just seen, recurred to me every moment 
during ‘that man's speech, with the sentiment óf strange 
joy that they were safe in heaven, and’ never could be. 
subject to the snares and sophistries of a wicked world. 
I could not tell how or why this man awakened such 
thoughts; I could not tell why I felt jealous and.anzious 
for every female friend I had ever known, as I listened 
to him. _I could take no exception to his smooth sen-’ 

. tences, i rounded periods, and subtle logic; but when 


he had finished, I felt in my spirit a protest going up —. 


against him to the God that was something more to me ` 
than “a principle,” and the angels whose heavenly love 

- I had not yet learned to associate with the ideas of 

worldly lust. 

When Mr. Blackstone (the speaker in question) sat ` 
down; to my intense gratification my friend Go-ahead 
rose up, and after the cheering with which he waa re- 
ceived had subsided, he proceeded to elaborate upon the 
speaker's theme, which somehow or other I could not 
define, although it seemed to me to tend towards the 
proposition to establish -a community in the ange of 
wives, 

Mr. Go-ahead’s ideas were far more clearly defined, 
although they lacked Mr. Blackstone’s terribly sophistical 
polish. He contended for a community of human rights 
in everything, including houses, lands, property, trade, 
commerce, voting, office-holding, ete. In view of “the 
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situation,” all men of property and capitalists were pub- 

lic robbers and swindlers, and should be made to disgorge 
their ill-gotten wenlth for the benefit of the race, but es- 
. pecially for that part of it which had not a penny of its. 
own. All men at present in office should be summarily 
turned out, and those that were then out should be as 
summarily turned in. . (Go-albead held no office at that 
time himself.) Every private residence should be turned 
into a cobperative home, every private family into a por- 
tion of a community ; every store, and, indeed, every in- 
dividual enterprise, should be quenched, and vast coöpera- 


|. tive associations, founded upon pertot principles of jus- 


tice, take their places. . 

Government should ‘be upset, wä the governed should 
take their places as governors. Well dressed thieves 
should go out of office, “and ill dressed ditto should go in. 
The pampered children of fortune should go-down, and 
the starving children of poverty should go up. 

Rags, henceforth, should be a passport to place and 

‘power, instead of silk and broadcloth, and no man or 
woman should be ‘permitted to hold office that could 
claim the possession of‘ mote than a three-cent piece, or 
the shelter of a roof that, did not let the water in. At 
the end of this brilliant flight of oratory, several enthusi- 
asts in the audience cried, “ Amen!” one or two others 
adding, “ A-woman!” and all, men and women alike, 
clapped their hands, stamped their feet, and cried, “ Good 
for you, Go-ahead! you are the man that’s going to save 
| the nation.” ~ As several. excited reformers were now on 
their feet, and the mirth seemed likely to“ wax fast and 
furious,” Mr. Blackstone, in his smooth, persuasive voice, 
piercing into the very heart of the ‘clamor, suggested 
' that as the hour was late, and.the benighted fossil who 
owned .that hall had some antique notions about the next 
day’s being called, in the dark ages of superstition, the 
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Sabbath, or the Lord’s, or some such mythical title (great 
applause and much satirical laughter), it might be best to | 
adjourn. Before doing so, however, he proposed that a 
few resolutions, embodying the opinions of the two last . 
‘ speakers; should’ be passed, in order that their position, 
should be clearly defined before the whole human family, ` 
and that the adherents to those relics of barbarism, called ` 
rights of property, land ownership,- marriage, or any ex- 
‘ clusive rights except the common rights of all, to the 
common ownership of everything, should hear the report 
` thereof, and shake in their monopolizing shoes! 

Fresh ‘bursts of applause; fresh shouts of “ Amen,” and 
“ A-woman,” and the resolutions passed, and the meeting 
adjourned. My highly popular companion was then con- 
gratulated, solute squeezed, and caressed, and finally 
we were both liberated into the empty streets, where we 
shook hands and parted, after agreeing to meet the next 
day; to hear the speaking at Dodworth’s Hall, in which < 
I was assured I should find another, though far less prac- 
tical phase of Spiritualism. 

At exactly twelve o'clock that night, I ascended the 
steps of my hotel, whilst the irreverent thought found its 
way from my brain to my lips, “ Amongst the spirits, 


-with a vengeance.” 
a 


. THE GARLAND. 
SUMMARY OF A MONTH’S EXPERIENCES IN SPIRIT COMMUNION. 
i BY OSIRIS. | i 
Tre past month has not been rife with novelty, al- 
though. the abundance of marvelous phenomena seems to 
be on the increase, and the march of the ‘Spiritual army 
has eg for the most part, steadfast and onward. 
painful exceptions to this progressive action, and 
perhaps the news item which ought most forcibly to en- 
gage the attention of Spiritualists, is the fact that we . 
have to blot out from our list of periodicals organized to 
instruct and entertain, the minds of several millions of 
believers, the American Spiritualist and Lyceum Banner. 
Both these journals were undertaken with a view of 
ministering to the demands of those whose faith, above 
all other persons’, should teach them the duty, as well as 
the eternal value, of doing unto others as they would be 
done unto. A. A. Wheelock and Mrs, L. Kimball put this 
Golden Rule into practical application when they devoted, ` 
time, talents, self-sacrifice, and all the bitter toil and ill- 
requited effort which editorial duties impose, in favor of 
the several millions for whom they prepared their use- 
ful publications. So few were the hundreds, or perhaps 
` the scores, that- responded to them, and practiced the 
Golden Rule in their favor; that they have fallen in their - 
tracks; their papers are, as they themselves ‘state, “ tem- : 
, porarily suspended ;” and if the voice of justice and rea- 
son could prevail with them, they would never be re- 
newed again until ae could number as many >. 
Spiritualists in its ranks, as it can ‘believers in ita phe- 
nomenal marvels. ; > 


316 > The Garland, ` 


For the apotheosis on these now, alas! silent voiçes 
‘from the spirit land, read the “ Epilogue” to the leading 
article ofthis number, and the truthful as well as scathing 
remarks.of the Banner of Light in.the July 27th and Au- 
gust 17th numbers. Faithfully, and all too truly, does ` 
the editor state the case in the following pithy para- 
. graph: — . . . 

‘We desire at this juncture ‘to ask of the ia of the United 
States : Are ‘you prepared to see your representative papers sink, one 
after another, in the great sea of pecuniary trouble? Is there no sense 
of responsibility in the case? : While the printed advocates of antiquated 
systems of thought find cheerful “supporters, and ever and anon individ- 
uals who béqueath to them at death sums sufficient to materially help 
them in the reduction of their price, the new and living gospel of to-day 
is brought before the world of believers and skeptics only by the hard, 
unyielding efforts of iron willed reformers, who are ready —ns brother 
Wheelock’ has been — to sacrifice position, pecuniary or social, . health, 

. enjoyment, in fact, all ‘the friendships ah comforts of life) to keep in 
circulation the various Journals with which they are connected.’’ 


The Religio- Philosophical Journal gives several’ inter- 
esting descriptions of the „circles held in Chicago, for 
physical manifestations. The best written, most candid, 
and intelligent of these reports, are from .the pen of Mrs.’ 

! Annie Lord Chamberlain, herself one of the most gifted 
and highly endowed physical' mediums in- the world, and 
one whose generous recognition of the merits of others 
speaks more loudly for the nobility of soul which inspires 
cher pen than all the laudations which could be. pro- 
nounced upon her. Some of Mrs. Chamberlain’s facts 

‘ are in advance even of the experiences of those most 
familiar with the power of the invisible aver the visible 
world; for example, she reports that the spirits who 
keep watch aud ward over the wonderful Bangs family, - 
have ministered to the good mother in the article of 

. cookery, “laying her cloth, preparing her meals. when in- 
disposed, and ‘then serving up ‘the various condiments, 
- cooked in the most approved, fashion. 
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No doubt such’ statements as these, like our recently i 
published history of Bill Dole, the talking spirit of 
Logansport, together with others to come, of a kindred 
nature, startle even the well-trained Spiritualist ; whilst 
the all-believing Christian, who Line his soul's salvation 
"on the fact that an angel baked cakes on the rock for 
Naaman, some two thousand years ago, would doubtless 
rejoice to put the narrators in the penitentiary, for pro- 
malgating “awful and impossible fabrications.” No mat- 
ter who -believes or who denies. The facts wait for no 
man’s endorsement. They are with us, and driving skep- 
ticism ‘from all its mouldy fastnesses, are, compeliing us 
to assume the attitude of patient watchers on the prog- 
ress of an army whose numbers are countless; whose 
methods are all unknown; and whose powers loom up 
with more and more‘ ' potentiality mu each moment’s 
observation, 4 


One, of the most significant and interesting reports of 
Chicago Spiritualism published in the Religio-Philosophical 
Journal since our last review, gives a detailed account of 
a séance with Mrs. Maud Lord, during which the reporter 
of the Chicago Zriduze and three other members of the . 
editorial staff, a Baptist minister, and some other notables | 
of the city, were preserit. Besides the display of starry 
lights, the sound of voices, calling of names, varieties of 
physical force, demonstrations of extraordinary power,. 
spirit musie, and all the usual concomitants of a dark cir: 

‘cle, several of the witnesses (including the Tribune re~ 
porter, who testifies of the fact in the Tribune) -were 
: favored by the clasp of spirit hands which came and 
melted, formed again and again melted out in the grasp ` 
of the narrators, giving tests of spiritual agency, which 
put all the theories of stuffed gloves or mediumistic 
trickery, out of the pale of human possibility. Manifesta- 


J 
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tions of a similar kind to those noticed ‘above are, indeed, 

i increasing upon us on every side. It is scarcely possible, - 
and stillo less necéssary, to note how numerous and’ forci- 
ble are the proofs which crowd the columns of the Spirit- ` 
ual papers, and press upon the attention of the observer 
throughout the American continent. Like the miracles 
witnessed by St, Augustine, “they are so common that 
they are hatdly worth recording” ` 


Now and then a rara avis appears,. distinguished for 
.some phase more remaikable than the rest, and that is 
all. Such an one has, been several times reported of, in 
the Spiritual journals, in the person ‘of Mr. Harry Bastian, 


of whose recent visit to northern. New York Mrs. Emma .. 


‘. Hardinge Britten speaks in enthusiastic terms of praise. 

Whilst few of the visitors to Mr. Bastian’s circles con- 
sidered: that the faces presented at the opening of the cur- 
tain were stolid, immobile, and resembled nothing more 
than masks, by far the greater number, especially at 
Watertown, N. Y. declared that hands moved and 
beckoned the visitors present, lips: smiled, heads were 

nodded, and radiant, lifelike portraitures of friends were 
` given in ‘great numbers. One young lady beheld the 
likeness of a beautiful nun, whom she at once recognized 
as one of her much loved teachers, from a convent in 
Montreal. J. 

The lovely apparition not only bore the most striking 
tokens of identity, but actually beckoned the young lady 
to approach, and signed upon-her head and face the 
familiar benediction’ which she had been ‘accustomed to 
receive at the hands of her mortal friend. 

ý t 
Mrs, Britten reports favorably ‘of ‘ the Spiritualistie 
, movement in Ogdensburgh, Potsdam, and} Watertown, N. 
Y., where a trio of enterprising-gentlemen have combined 
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to procure the services of mediums and lecturers, and se- 
cure to the poor, toiling wayfarers they invite, the charm 
of hospitable entertairiment, pleasant homes, excellent 
audiences, and honorable remuneration. 

That the bread of life thus distributed is broken at the 
expense of the very’ few, and that through much disinter- 


-ested self-sacrifice and individual labor, is so mitch the ` 


more heavenly recompense laid up to the credit of the 
gallant workers, and so much the more stern responsi- 
bility evaded by the niggards who grudge to pay ten 
cents to hear tidings from the spirit world concerning 


their soul’s destiny, and yet disgorge their hundred dol-'- , 


‘lars at a time, to sustain ecclesiastical peddlers who vend 


passports to a heaven about which they know nothing, : 


and deal out convictions to a hell too flimsily arrayed in 
theological trumpery to scare two-year-old babes withal. 


Mrs, Blair, the charming and highly gifted spirit artist, 


and E V. Wilson, the renowned Spiritual iconoclast, whose 
death blows at the images of materialism and supersti- 
tion are dealt with the sledge-hammer of test facts, have 
been visiting northern New York, and preparing the way 


| for the lectures of Mrs. Laura Cuppy Smith, Dr. J. K.. | 
Bailey, and Emma Hardinge Britten. For the results, . 


consult ‘the parable of “ the sower and the seed.” 
During Mrs. Britten’s visit to Watertown, one Kinney, 


an ecclesiastical peddler of the class described above, - 


undertook to “ explode the whole thing,” and “solve the 
whole problem” by a.set of dreary diatribes against 
Spiritualism, delivered to the people who had paid him 


to tell God's truth, and direct them on the road to the ` 


very spiritual existence he was deriding and insulting. 
The Banner of Light of August 31 contains a full report 
of the splendid irony, wherewith the Watertown Despatch 
reviews the reverend (?) gentlem&n’s positions, and then 
puffs them away into the empty nothingness from which 
they were derived. 
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N. B. — Spiritualism still liveg and thrives .in Water-, . 

: town, Kinney notwithstanding. 
; a 7 

Two ‘valuable additions to the iste of Spiritualism 
have been recently issued by the American press. The 
‘first of these is a compilation from, the hold, clear, and 
‘fearless’ writings of Mr. Thomas Hazard of Rhode Island, 
whose admirable articles on,“ Mediums,” “ The Manifesta- 
tions at Moxavia,” “Who are the Blaxphemers ?” “The. 
Ordeal of. Life,”, etc., have been arranged in pamphlet 
form by Messrs. White & .Co., and are now offered for 
‘sale at the Banner of Light office. The name of the 


. noble author is justly dear to every true Spiritualist, and 
the ‘arrangement of his valuable -conttibutions in the. 


compendious form presented by William White & Co. 
ought to be esteemed asa boon to the fiiends of progress. 

‘The other literary gem is one whose lustre will be 
‘at once understood, when we announce it as the work of 
William Denton. It is a volume of poems entitled “ Rad- 
ical Rhymes,” and it contains all the high-soaring inspira- 
tion, tender humanity, dnd fearless defense of the right, 
which ‘distinguish this admirablé lecturer's rostrum ad- 
dresses, combined’ with a tone of delicate poetic grace, 
which would hardly have been expected from’so terse 


. and synthetic a prose writer. 


~ For some time past the minds of those who ar ray 
themselves into “the ‘attitude of partisanship, for and 
«against organization, have been exercised on the subject 
of certain articles emanating from the pen of Professor 
Brittan, entitled “Definite Proposals.” 
‘If we have hitherto foreborne to comment on the sub- ` 

„ject of these articles, it is because they were necessarily 
immersed, on their first appearance, in that same bitter 


- sphere of criticism which.it has been thé pledge, and will 


be the purpose, of this publication steadily to ignore. 


` 
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The wail.of the licentions against any attempt, how- 
ever vague, to organize is uttered. The plea of hopeless- 
ness on the other side has been entered, and it now 
becomes the part of calm reason to inquire how ‘far prop- 
ositions enunciated by so capable a thinker as Professor 


.Brittan, should meet with respectful consideration and 


due regard. 

The demand for organic action is resounding through- 
out the ranks of Spiritualism from Europe to America, — 
from Australia to California, and not the most lawless 
minds that pass gaseous resolutions at frothy conventions 
denunciatory of any restraints on their own sovereign 
wills, can much longer retard the cry for obedience to 
Nature's first law, Order. The questions in brief, then, 
that arise on a due,consideration of Professor Brittan's 
propositions are, firsti Why have every one-of those 


propositions been -tried before and failed? What fresh 


prospects of success does the Spiritual horizon now pre- 
sent for their inauguration? and, Could they be most ex- 
pediently carried out by individual effort, or through 
associative action ? To answer these questions, ye might 
appeal significantly enough to Professor Brittan himself Í 
He is every inch a man; a Spiritualist to the very core; 
he possesses one of the kindest hearts and clearest" mi da 
in our ranks, and none more than himself has erfoled , 
that full experieuce of Spiritualism and Spiritualists, by 
which a projector should grow wise. r 
Supposing we were to ask him why so many editors 
have collapsed; so many institutions and assogiative 
efforts failed ; so many of our best speakers and mediums ` 
fallen by the wayside, passed over into their rit or - 
retreated from the field; so many uncounted efforts sub- 
sided into forgetfulness, and he himself, one of the most 
learned and capable men in our ranks, left without avy 
sphere of action worthy of his great talents and capabili- 
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ties? We know the answer all too well, bùt. would like’ 
to receive it from the Professor's lips; meantime, to carry 
out his plan on a new and“ broadly associative basis, the 
Professor must be aware that the joint stock company he 
requires would be nothing more nor less than a repre- 
sentation of so much capital, and that to a very large 
amount. Does he expect that the people who grudge an 
entrance fee of ten cents,.to hear a first-class: lecture, are 
going to pay one hundred dollars a year for the same 
purpose? That those that pay their five’ hundred dollars 
a year to ‘support preachers of doctrines they don’t be- 
. lieve in, and all for the sake of popularity or the neigh- 
bors’ opinion, are going-to' forego their idols and bestow 
their means on the doctrine they do believe in, because 
the Professor asks them to ? 

Our friénd, în his own full manhood, overlooks the fact 

that our lecturers, mediums, editors, nud writers are 
. languishing, nay, almost perishing for want of a few 

dimes, and that from the very people who he expects 
- will contribute many thousands of dollars. 

If Professor Brittan will wait until the Spiritualists 
will forego, for one or two years, their camp-meetings, 
grove-meetings, picnics, conventions, and other expensive 
associations for the dissemination of gaseous resolutions, 
dancing, “ good times” generally, and support their toil- 
` ing workers with even common fairness, he may hope to 
see them do still more, and support, in time, even some 
great central organization for practicalizing the ylorious 
possibilities of Spiritualism. - Our space forbids any more 
extended, notice of Professor Brittan’s plans, or all the 
reasons why they are, in this generation at, least, simply 
Utopian, however beautiful and ‘necessary. All that we 
can say by way of summary is, that the demand of Spirit- 
ualism before all others is SerRItuALISTS, and until we have 
a few more of these rare but much needed personages, 


t 
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Professor Brittan's plans, like Wagner’s music, must be of 
“ the future.” 
During the past season no ordinary reporter could keep 
. track of the ‘various conventions; grove, camp, picnic, and 
other, expensive associative gatherings that have been 
held fbroughout the length and breadth of the land; and 
yet two of our bravest and most faithful journalists have 
sunk beneath the depths, without a hand stretched forth 
to uplift them, whilst the few that remain can only main- 
tain themselves by an amount of sacrifice, struggle, and 
individual toil, which we may boldly challenge any other 
set of special thinkers in the world to equal. In the 
mean time, we have not one single hospital for our sick ; 
one single national or well sustained healing institute ; 
one single association for the scientific and continuous 
investigation of our wonderful facts and occult experi- 
ences; one single public library, museum, or national 
institute, where our books, pictures, journals, etc., can 
be collected; nor one single codperative association 
where anything is done or said which is not promoted by 
| private enterprise, and an amount of individual responsi- 
bility which is perpetually threatening to swamp its pro- `. 
moters. If we could only get up but one enterprise, in but , 
one of these directions, and that by one at a time, we 
might hope that Professor Brittan’s eloquently pleaded . 
propositions would ultimately take shape and form. 

As it is, we hail every honest protest against’ the 
wastefulness of time, means, and effort, with which the 
true uses bf Spiritualism are being ‘frittered off into gas, 
or trampled into the mire of “ free love” For the pres- 
ent, we earnestly, solemnly crave for better support to the 
journalistic, literary, religious, and phenomenal missions, 
that are already in operation; and as a beginning for the 
good time coming for which we watch and wait, let us 
commend to every thoughtful Spiritualist the perusal of 
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a pamphlet sent to our office for review, and for sale at 

. Messrs. Willian White & Co’s, we believè: ` It is entitled, 
“Common Sense View of Spiritualism,” and consists of 
an address delivered tothe Colorado Association of Spirit- 
ualists at Golden, July th, 1972 2, by D. D. Belden, Esq.,: 
of Denver. 

Our space only allows us to print the following extract, 
although we would gladly transcribe the entire of Mr. 
Belden’ s practical and eloquent utterances. - 

Speaking of the: absolute necessity for organization, he 
says: — s 


. In every ‘other religious soclety, the general or central organization 
grows out of, and exists as an incident to the local organizations. For 
instance, the Methodists have-their local churches, and us an-iucident fur 
the transaction of business growing out of the local churches, they have 
their General Conferevce. The same is true of tle Presbyterians, the 
Baptists, aie all other religious denominations. So in civil government; 
we had the Colonies or Statea, and the Federal Union sprung into ex- 
isténce fis a necessity, wheu its functions ‘could no longer be dispensed 
_ with. And in all nature, nothing seems to fave been begotten until there 

was a necessity for its existence : and everything which exists seems to 

be related to something, if not to all things else, save ouly this sd-called 

National Spiritual Convention, which elected Mrs. Woodhall, at ‘Troy. 

That seems to be Felted to nothing. It has neither parentage nor lc- 
: gitimate issue. f 

But everything has to have iterday of fanaticism, and I admit that up 
to this time there haa been a necessity for much of this confusion, for the 
reason, as I have said. that * the wise and prudent” cannot receive new 

truths, . .. +. F 

May we not profit by this example? Or to speak it more plainly, 
does not the necessity exist, and is there not demanded to-day, for Spirit- 
alism, “a new departure”? I think so. I believe the time has ar- 
rived when ever rything foreign to Spiritualism, when all these isms and 
much of this fully, and most of these exerescences, should be separated 
“from Spirityalisin. ‘The weary pilgrim should be permitted to lay down 
his load, nud we should adopt creers, i! you choose to call them by that 
nawe, , While the churches have learned much from us — though they 
do not seem to know it — we'are not too wike to learn something from 
the churches: - We want something more than the constitution of a mere 
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lecture committee, because, though religion is based upon law, it is yet 
something more than a mere science. We want a declaration of some 
cardinal principles and ideas, around which we can rally, and which will 
represent us to the world, so that when we are asked what we' believe, 


or-what our objects are, we can point to something for a ready answer; . 


indeed, something which the world may read at theîr pleasure. I would 
not adopt anything as a finality or as embracing all of truth; for I know 
no creed, no book, nor ali books, can contain all truth. But I believe we 
may safely gather from those parts of the universe nearest to us some lit- 
tle fragments of truth. We may at least say we believe in love and 
charity, in virtue and integrity, in immortal life and apirit communion. 

After we have organized these strong local associations, receiving into 
membership no man or woman who will not at least promise to live a life 
of purity and honesty, then, if for any purpose these societies desire to 
unité their efforts, they may send duly. elected delegates to a general con- 
vention, with full authority to, act for and bind their constituents; aud 
when this takes place, we shall have no fears that the action of our Na- 
tional Conventions will tiring reproach upon us, or our cause. 


Promising to weave our next monthly garland from 
the exotic blossoms of Old World Spiritualism, we take 
leave of our readers with Mr. Belden’s extracts, to ever y 
syns of which we cordially say, AMEN. 
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1188U eD WEEKLY: 


The “BANNER” is a first-class eight-page Family Newspaper, containing forty colonis of * 
interesting and instructive reading, classed a as follows :— 


Literary Department. 
Reports of Spiritual Lectures, 
Original Essays upon Spiritual, 2. 
Philosophical, and Scientific Subjects. 
Editorial Department. 
( si ; su Spirit Message Department. 
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TERMS- OF "SUBSCRIPTION: 


v. Per Tear (in advance) . Sp na dei no PR ai aS tree de LE $3.00 
_ Bix Months “DD . ....- E E eaa 1.60 
Three Months: “ Sete Mas Whe at terete ae E A (3 


Specimen Copies sent free. 


Ù 


ADVERTISING! RATES: 


- Each line of Advertis ments, in Agate type, twenty cents for the first, and fifteen cents per line 
every subsequent inserti. For all, Advertisements printed op the fifth page, twenty cents per line 
for cach insertion. i ‘ t 

“SPRCIAL Notices. Forty cents per line, Minion, for each insertion. . 


E Business CARDS. Thirty cents per line, Agate, each insertion. 


